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"Letters from India." 


There is a destiny which makes us brothers, 


None goes his way alone; 
All that we send into the lives of others comes back into our own. 


Edwin Markham 
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PREFACE 


__ India is subject to periodic, devastating drought--and in some areas-- 
flooding of the land. Famine is always a threat to this country and its rapidly 
increasing population. 


Rain fed agriculture occupies 78 percent of the cultivated land in India 
and produces approximately 42 percent of the nation's food supply. One third 
nas a Semi-arid to arid climate and is subject to low annual rainfall and frequent 

rought. 


In July, 1970, a formal agreement was signed to establish The All-India 
Coordinated Research Project for Dryland Agriculture. Agriculture Canada's 
Research Branch and the Indian Council of Agricultural Research were appointed 
to carry out the project. It had the basic objective of establishing a viable, 
ongoing applied research organization dedicated to stabilizing and improving food 
production on the drylands of India. 


Continuously in India, Canadian teams comprising five scientists guided 
the project. On February 2, 1979 a sod-turning ceremony hailed the beginning 
of a building complex containing laboratories and offices. Completion occurred in 
1982. 


Seventeen years after the first Canadian scientists arrived in India the 
Canadians left for home--their task completed. They left behind them an active 
organization (the project became the Central Research Institute for Dryland 
Agriculture). They also left behind prospects for up to 100 percent increases in 
yields on the arid lands. The increase will be realized as Indian farmers adopt the 
new technology. 


Indian agriculture has more than kept pace with a rapidly increasing 
population. The population in 1970 reached over 500 million. Food production 
(on dry and irrigated land) attained about 100 million tonnes. In 1989 the 
population exceeded 750 million. Food production exceeded 170 million tonnes. 


India has reached self-sufficiency in most foods. Her battle to feed a 
growing population continues. 
Ann and Tracy 
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INTRODUCTION 


In 1971 Dr. Ed Andrews, the Canadian Director of the newly 
formed “All India Dryland Project" selected Dr. Doug MacBeath, Mr. 
Tracy Anderson and Mr. Frank Warder to serve on this team. Dr. Bill 
Pelton became the team leader. Hyderabad, Andrah Pradesh would be the 
headquarters for this venture. This city would become our home for 7 
years. Bill and Doreen Pelton and Doug and Lynn MacBeath would spend 
from 2-3 years in this historical city. Frank Warder also lived here for 
1 year. 


During this time, letter writing to family and friends in Canada 
and elsewhere became a necessary and enjoyable occupation. Once a 
week--and sometimes more often--l wrote to my two daughters, Leslie 
and Laurel. To my surprise and pleasure, Leslie kept all of my letters 
written from India. On my return to Canada | studied these flimsy Indian 
air mail forms. A thought was born and became “Letters from India." 


It is my hope that you, the reader, may discover, if only in a small 
way, the melting pot that is Mother India and the dignity of the poor in 
their struggle for survival. 


India presents a harsh land--often overcome with natural 
disasters. Because of this she has emerged as a nation of survivors. 
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CANADIAN FAMILIES WHO PARTICIPATED IN THE 
ALL-INDIA DRYLAND PROJECT, 1970 to 1980 


. Tracy Anderson and Mrs. Ann Anderson, Lethbridge, Alberta 
Mr. 
Mr. 
Mr. 
Dr. 
Dr. 
Dr. 
Dr. 
Mr. 
Dr. 
Dr. 


Frank Calder and Mrs. Betty Calder, Nappan, Nova Scotia 

Dick Dryden and Mrs. Kathleen Dryden, Brandon, Manitoba 

Jack Forbes and Mrs. Gwen Forbes, Winnipeg, Manitoba 

Stan Freyman, Mrs. Janine Freyman, and family, Lethbridge, Alberta 
George Friesen, Mrs. Ann Friesen, and family, Morden, Manitoba 
Bob Hamilton, Mrs. Edna Hamilton, and family, Brandon, Manitoba 
David Kidd, Mrs. Beth Kidd, and family, Winnipeg, Manitoba 

Russell Lunney, Calgary and Lethbridge, Alberta 

Doug MacBeath, Mrs. Lynn MacBeath, and family, Lacombe, Alberta 


Walter Nickoliachuk, Mrs. Jean-Ann Nickoliachuk and family, Swift 
Current, Saskatchewan 


Bill Pelton, Mrs. Doreen Pelton, and family, Swift Current, 
Saskatchewan 


Barry Rogers and Mrs. Louise Rogers, Saskatoon, Saskatchewan 
Ed Spratt, Mrs. Peggy Spratt, and family, Brandon, Manitoba 
Frank Warder, Swift Current, Saskatchewan 


Ed Andrews of Lethbridge was the Canadian Director of the All-India 


Research Project for Dryland Agriculture - from its beginning until his 
retirement from government service. 


CHAPTER 1 1971 
STRANGERS IN A STRANGE LAND 


Ritz Hotel 
February 2, 1971 
Dear Leslie and Laurel, 


Finally our curiosity about Hyderabad had 
become a reality. We stared excitedly from the 
plane--and--Wowl There it was!! Not as we had 
been told it would appear, but the way an Indian 
city of two million people was in 1971. 


At that moment, Bill and Doreen Pelton of 
Swift Current, Saskatchewan and Tracy and 
myself marked the beginning of an adventure that 
would completely change our lives. During the 
next few years we would rub shoulders with the 
Indian people. Many times their culture became 
our culture--and thus we gleaned an insight into 
the mysteries of India and her people. 


Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
February 18, 1971 
Dear Leslie and Laurel, 


Greetings from India! 


For the last two weeks, home was the Ritz 
Hotel--a former palace and quite interesting in 
its decor. This was Doreen’s and my first taste of 
Indian cuisine. The meals always included 
dessert--English trifle. All this was proudly 
served by waiters in colorful Indian uniforms, 
topped off with not so white gloves!! 


We are now busy settling into our house. It 
has been renovated and is really lovely--roses 
are in bloom in the garden. A large banana tree 
grows by the kitchen door. Two beautiful 
teakwood beds are in place. The stove will be 
installed on Saturday--hopefully. Our sea 
freight is in but the air freight is in Madras-- 
fridges are on a boat in the ocean somewhere!! 
All our summer clothes are in the air freight and 
the weather is a balmy 80°F above!! We are 
ordering handmade furniture--readymade is 
mostly unavailable. Rugs will be interesting to 
select. The house should be lovely. 


All seemed well until! we took up residence-- 
very large cockroaches appeared--2" long-- 
hordes of them all over the kitchen floor. Tracy 
could hardly kill them. India’s famous “ghekos" 
(3-6" long salamanders) scurried high up on the 
walls--| dreaded them and did not ever become 


accustomed to them. We had no transportation-- 
taxi service was for necessities--our cars did 
not arrive until late April. We had no 
refrigeration. The weather was a very 
uncomfortable 40°C. 


Hyderabad--it is a typical Indian city. While 
walking downtown today | nearly stepped on a cow 
that was leisurely lying on the sidewalk. One 
comes across animals so suddenly--intermingled 
with the pedestrians, cars, rickshaws, and 
bicycles. 


You would have stared in disbelief as the 
Pelton's queen sized bed was moved into their 
house. Six burly fellows carried it on their 
heads--for 2 mites! 


Love Mom 


[Among the very difficult things to become 
accustomed to in India are the beggars on the 
street; a raggedy, dirty, ailing segment of 
humanity and ever-present aspect of the Indian 
society. Shopping thus becomes very difficult. 
You are more often than not trailed by a motley 
array of dirty, very ragged, often disease- 
ridden beggars. Their sole purpose is to extract 
money from the weary shopper. The adults are 
a very sorry sight indeed. However, it is the 
babies and children who live this unfortunate 
and cruel life that tug at your heart strings. 
They innocently fall heir to this unbelievably 
pathetic form of existence. We were told that 
ignoring the beggars was our only choice. No 
doubt that was true. Because they were a very 
visible segment of the society | now lived in, | 
could not fully adhere to this, no doubt, wise 
advice. Gradually | became a friend to about six 
crippled beggars and became a more tolerant 
person because of this strange alliance. Very 
obviously some beggars belonged to a syndicate 
and turned their profits over to a boss. It was 
impossible to differentiate between the destitute 
and the professional beggar. | had to grapple 
with my conscience, so could not completely 
ignore the miserable lives led by these people of 
the street. In the winter | gave them warm 
clothing and blankets. India is trying to abolish 
beggary--may she succeed in this mammoth 
endeavor.]} 


[Hyderabad is the fifth largest city in India. 
It has a twin city named Secunderabad. The total 
population is two million people. Hyderabad 
rests on the bank of the river Musi. Thirteen 
tall decorative gates serve as exits and 
entrances into the picturesque old city of 
Hyderabad. Within this old city there are 


monuments such as the Charminar, built in 
1591. The Charminar, or the four minarets, is 
a magnificent square edifice built upon four 
granite arches facing North, South, East and 
West. This square edifice is in the heart of the 
city and is constructed of plaster and stone. The 
foundation corners lie exactly towards the four 
cardinal points, each side measuring 60 feet in 
length and 42 feet in width. There are four 
splendid arches in the main building, one in 
each direction, measuring 24 by 40 feet. 
Facing each are four highways. Several stairs 
lead to the upper portion which has four 
minarets 80 feet high, subdivided into 4 
Stories. Ornate decorations are carved on this 
beautiful lime and stone building. History is 
re-enacted in this artistic and unforgettable 
sight. One of the finest buildings in the city is 
the High Court, situated on the right bank of the 
river Musi. It houses the high court of the 
State. We visit the Mozumjahi market to 
purchase fruit. Certainly the building that 
houses the produce is ornate. However, on 
seeing the swarms of flies that cover the fruit | 
quickly lost sight of the artistic surroundings, 
as | prayed for the fortitude to eat this no doubt 
delicious dessert. The cook soaks the fruit and 
vegetables in a solution of water and 
disinfectant. Gradually | will also become 
accustomed to this. Sometimes there is a 
decided antiseptic taste to a lot of what ! eat! 


What a lovely spot the Public Gardens are! 
The Legislative Assembly, Children's Library, 
and the Hyderabad Museum are within the 
gardens. Sculptured trees abound. The park has 
a number of small lakes, afloat with exquisite 
pink lotus. A vast green patch of grass is a 
children's playground and a cool place for 
citizens to stroll on in the evening. 


The Nehru Zoological Park is one of the 
finest zoos in India. The animals are not in 
cages but are featured in their natural habitat. 
At a distance, as we are guided on paths, there 
are marvelous views of the likes of kingly 
lions, sleek leopards, mischievous monkeys, 
monstrous hippopotamuses and many, many 
other healthy looking species. The grounds also 
contain five public gardens. 


In Hyderabad there is a famous National 
Theatre called Ravindra Barathi. Dance 
programs and dramas are for the most part in 
the Indian language. (The dramas, because of 
the language problem, are not suitable for the 
foreign community). However, | am looking 
forward to the dance. 
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The Salarjung Museum, one of the finest in 
Asia, is well worth many trips to view it. It 
contains treasures from the world. A very 
famous fort called Golconda, housed “Kohinoor", 
the world's most precious diamond. The fort Is 
situated five miles west of Charminar.] 


These are only a few of the sights that 
Hyderabad has to offer. Students of Eastern 
history, lovers of art, and those who only wish to 
look at the splendor around them are well 
rewarded for their efforts. 


Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
February 25, 1971 
Dear Leslie, 


How are you? All is well here-almost anyway. 
The Girl Guide movement seems to have followed 
me from Canada. 


| was approached by the principal of St. Ann's 
Girls’ School and asked to form a Girl Guide 
company. It has been a slow process and quite 
discouraging. Training for the leaders has not 
been available. Finally, Miss Nicolette Waite, a 
teacher at St. Ann's, was given a two week 
training course and so the Guide company took 
shape. The most difficult aspect was suffering 
through the intense heat. The meetings could not 
be changed from | o'clock in the afternoon. We 
were given a small portion of the huge school 
grounds.The area was completely covered with a 
thick layer of hot sand. The children seemed to 
bear this heat quite well. 1! practically perished. 


We honored Lord and Lady Baden Powell on 
February 22, Thinking Day. Lingum, the cook, 
made a chocolate cake and | took it to the Girl 
Guides and Bulbuls (Brownies) at St. Ann's 
School. We sang and lit candles in honor of the 
founders of Scouts and Guides. Each girl held a 
candle and sang Happy Birthday, as she thought of 
other Guides and Bulbuls throughout the world. 
Captain Nicolette Waite and four Guides made tea. 
A helper, Mrs. Leela Subramanium, also came-- 
attired in a beautiful "Girl Guide blue" sari. 


Miss you, Leslie. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
March 8, 1971 
Dear Leslie and Laurel, 


Greetings from India! Our servants have been 
hired. The cook's name is Lingum and he is a real 
gem. He doesn't look like much but can cook up a 
storm--and as a bonus he is very comical. When 
| was very unhappy at the appearance of the 
cockroaches and ghekos he told me "this house 
being empty--nobody living here. Gheko say to 
cockroach, ‘why not, | living here,” in his Hindi 
English. Lingum's English is hard to understand, 
but then | don't know any Hindi, so he is still 
smarter than mel! 


The gardener is called Narcima and he speaks 
hardly any English, but he doesn't need to, to 
plant flowers!! Lingum interprets for me. We 
also have a chokidar (guard). 


Rothama is the sweeper, or cleaning lady. 
She brings two of her children with her. The 
little girl, Bala, is five years old, and all day long 
she carries and looks after her six-month-old 
brother, Ashok. It is a sad sight to see her 
tending him all day. She can hardly lift him. | 
bought her a ball and him a rattle and they were 
delighted. You would have to see it to believe how 
poor they are. | do hope | have a chance to help 
them--if they remain with us. 


| am having drapes made for the house. The 
quaintest little old man, called Pakeeria, comes 
and sits cross-legged on the floor and measures 
and writes on worn out pieces of paper, 
disappears, and in a few days re-appears with 
the finished article. 


People are different in the way they work-- 
it is nearly all by hand and on the spot--very 
amazing to observe. Dad is very busy. He is 
frustrated with the slow way in which the Indian 
mind seems to function--not slow mentally, but 
in taking action. Indians do not hurry and just 
when a job is going well, there is a holiday!! 
Then, everything stops. 


Love Mom 


[Here in Hyderabad in the early morning, a 
smoky mist covers the city. It begins to show 
itself between six and seven o'clock. On 
inquiring, | was told the Indian poor burn dung 
to provide heat for cooking. One method of 
obtaining this fuel is as follows: Children 
follow a bullock or other animal until it 
deposits its feces--on the child's waiting hand. 


On arriving home the "cake" is patted on the 
outside wall of the hut to dry. At last it becomes 
dung. Thousands of fires burn, with much 
smoke and odor--very unpleasant indeed.] 


“XKK- 


Hyderabad, India 
March 14, 1971 
Dear Leslie and Laurel, 


Greetings from India! 


Six burly, ruffians arrived to dig huge rocks 
out of our driveway. Some of the rocks, when 
excavated, were so pretty. I wanted them saved 
for a rock garden. The men tossed them around 
the yard as you would toss a football. Each stone 
weighed about 50 Ibs.--what a sight!! 


Went to Mass this A.M.--quite an experience. 
The church was jam packed. Pews were very old, 
narrow and uncomfortable. Mass was said once a 
day at least in English. One might hear the 
sermon three times, in English, Hindi, and Telegu 
(a local tongue). 


The singing was atrocious. | wondered if for 
this Lent | shouldn't give up Mass!! 


Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
March 15, 1971 
Dear Leslie, 


Greetings from Indial How are you? All is 


well here except for the heat. 


This morning at 9:30 in St. Ann's School we 
had our first enrollment of the Girl Guides--held 
early to avoid the afternoon sun. About 600 
students watched. Fourteen girls were enrolled. 
The ceremony was held in an open field. Mrs. 
Bidell, the commissioner, listened as the girls 
made their promise. They spoke so clearly and 
were very impressive. Mrs. Nicolette Waite 
acted as captain and Mrs. Leela Subramanium was 
the lieutenant. 


As commissioner | have often been invited to 
functions with the Guides, Bulbuls, and adult 
teachers of the different companies and packs of 
Hyderabad. Everyone treated me with kindness. | 
really enjoyed the children and admire the 
adults--they are a hard working lot. 


Bye, Leslie. Miss you. 


Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
April 6, 1971 
Dear Leslie and Laurel, 


Greetings from India. You two should have 
been here this morning. Your piano arrived, 
Laurel, and you will never guess howl! Six men 
carried it on their heads, a distance of about two 
miles 


Right now Ashok, the sweeper's baby, is 
crying. Bala, his six-year-old sister whose job 
it is to look after him, works hard to pacify him 
and keep him happy. 


And, speaking of Bala--last evening, from 
upstairs where she couldn't see me, | watched her 
down below. She was sitting outside the kitchen 
door watching Ashok as he played and at the same 
time she was cleaning some rice. In the distance | 
could hear drums beating and over the valley a 
procession of people came into view--a funeral 
was in progress, which would end at nightfall 
with the burning of the corpse. This is India--a 
land of unfamiliar and strange happenings!! 


Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
May 23, 1971 
Dear Leslie, 


Greetings from India! How are you? Laurel 
is enjoying India. It is great to have her here, if 
only for a while. Soon she will leave for Europe 
to continue her studies. In the meantime, there 
are people she will become acquainted with and 
sights to see. 


Tomorrow morning Laurel and | are going to 
the pearl market. This is situated in the old part 
of Hyderabad and is a most fascinating spot 
indeed. When you enter one of the many pear! 
jewelers’ shops, you remove your shoes before 
you step onto a clean white rug. Seated cross- 
legged on the floor, dressed in white, are the 
jewelers, who always greet me in a friendly 
manner. | am always offered an ice cold bottle of 
Coca Cola. After seating myself on the floor, | 
wait with great anticipation until | am brought 
many bags of pearls--about 1 lb. weight each-- 
all filled with pearls of many sizes and several 
colors. As | sink my hands into these--my 


favorite jewels--1 am amazed. Gradually ! sort 
pearls onto a small plate until | find what y wish. 
They are then weighed, and in a short while the 
pearls are mine. It is interesting to watch 
pearls being strung. A young boy of about 12 
sits and turns a length of nylon cord around his 
big toe and while keeping it taut, from his 
shoulder to his foot, he then proceeds to string 
pearls onto it until the desired length is reached. 
Ah, what a delightful way to spend a morning. 


Hope all is well, Lestie. 


Love Mom 
P.S. | must not give the impression that | 
bought large numbers of pearls. Sometimes 
there might only be one or two of the desired size 
and color. It will take many trips to the pearl 
market to complete a string. 


Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
June 1, 1971 
Dear Leslie, 


Greetings from India! The weather now is 
much more bearable. We are already 
experiencing monsoon rains, and they do cool the 
place off. The rain is the heavy, pelting type in 
the morning. By afternoon the sun shines and all 
is dry again. There is a lot of thunder and 
lightning with monsoon weather. The lightning is 
very intense--it lights up this big Indian sky-- 
and I, the eternal coward about electrical storms, 
quiver and quake! 


On Thursday, Laurel and Dad and | are going to 
Bangalore--it is a one-hour plane ride south. 
They say it is the prettiest town in India. 
Bangalore was built by the British and has 
splendid trees and flower filled gardens. The 
buildings are picturesque. The greatest 
attraction is its cleanliness. 


Yesterday a young 19-year-old Chinese girl 
from Calcutta (Rita) and a 26-year-old Indian 
girl (Nahid) came to lunch and we had a lovely 
time with them. We exhausted ourselves 
scrambling over the rocks in the Banjara Hills. 
They were very anxious to take pictures of this 
area. 


Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
June 23, 1971 
Dear Leslie, 


Greetings from India! Dad is away in Bombay 
this week. He is clearing Canadian farm 
equipment from the customs office. He expects to 
handle $800,000 worth of equipment before he 
leaves India. Dad is extremely busy--the 
project work is moving along fairly quickly. We 
are told the first year is hard, because progress 
is so much slower here than in Canada. That 
seems to be true. 


Laurel is excited about seeing the Kashmir 
with us in July. We have rented a houseboat for a 
week. After that we will visit New Delhi and the 
Taj Mahal. 


Hope all is well. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
July 7, 1971 
Dear Leslie, 


Greetings from India! We are in the midst of 
the monsoon period. It is a rainy morning here, 
though a very warm rain. It is doing a great job 
of watering all the flowers. Everything looks so 
fresh and so green. 


The area we live in is fast becoming a popular 
residential district for other Canadians. 


Another Canadian project operates here. They 
are mapping the potential groundwater resources 
of the Hyderabad area. The team leader is Doug 
Stevenson from Edmonton. He and his wife, Jean, 
with family of four daughters live three blocks 
away. Mary and Alex Banga of Regina live near. 
Ken Campbell, another member of this venture, 
lives a distance away. The Pelton's live a block 
away. How's that for "Little Canada." 


Hope you are well. 
Love Mom 


Srinigar 

Kashmir, India 

July 21, 1971 
Dear Leslie, 


Greetings from the Kashmir! Laurel and |, 
along with Doreen and Bill Pelton and Frank 
Warder, but minus Dad, are here. Dad couldn't 


leave Hyderabad because of all the machinery 
shipments arriving at this time. But he will join 
us in New Delhi. He will show Laurel the Taj 
Mahal (in Agra), with Russ Lunney of Calgary. 
Russ is arriving in New Delhi and will become 
the fifth member of the Canadian Dryland Project 


While in New Delhi Laurel and | will be 
staying with Bryan Wannop, First Secretary of 
the Canadian High Commission. He is a terrific 
host. He is very knowledgeable about India, 
because of his real interest in the country. 


We sure wish you (and Dad) were here with 
us to enjoy the beautiful Kashmir Valley. Here 
there are mountains, placid lakes, lotus 
blossoms, warm afternoon temperatures, and 
cool evenings. Dal Lake, where our houseboat is 
situated, is an oasis of tranquillity. The shikaras 
(boats) are lavishly decorated with canopies and 
comfortable pillows on which to rest. Silently 
boats appear beside ours, offering Kashmiri 
goods for sale. We pass fishing boats--Kashmiri 
men in barges are gathering moss to be used for 
fertilizing the lush hanging vegetable gardens 
that grow in the area of Dal Lake. As we near the 
far side of the lake two Persian gardens, 
Shalimar and Nishat, come into view. They are 
very ancient, and were started in the 16th 
century. Colorful flowers and shrubs grow in 
symmetrical design. Very old walnut trees 
abound. Fountains grace these huge gardens. All 
this beauty is contained by the surrounding blue 
and gentle mountains. 


On our return, tea was being served on the 
lawn under the 400-year-old walnut trees and 
near a profusion of blooming roses. We were 
always given the holes of the doughnuts, hot from 
the frying pan. 


Our home was a houseboat consisting of four 
rooms. All were furnished with splendid walnut 
furniture and crewel embroidered draperies. 
Meals were served here, prepared outside on a 
kerosene stove and placed near the door. | will 
never forget this land nor its gracious people. 


Love Mom 


P.S. Saw a sign "Weak bridge, Drive slowly.” 


P.S. again Dear Leslie, 


We are living in a turbulent area fifty miles 
from the Chinese and West Pakistan borders, 
respectively. This is difficult to believe as the 
Kashmir is so serene and peaceful. Laurel 


New Delhi, India 


July 27, 1971 
Dear Leslie, 


Greetings from New Delhi! We are just back 
from a glorious week in the Kashmir. We are 
Staying at Bryan Wannop's house until Laurel 
leaves next Sunday. Tonight Dad arrives from 
Hyderabad and Russ Lunney will be here for 
dinner. We should have an interesting evening. 
Besides, Bryan has a big stereo and a great 
collection of records to enjoy!! Hurry and finish 
your thesis, and then come to India. 


We are beginning to really enjoy the Indian 
type of food. At first it seemed too hot and spicy. 
Now it is very tasty. We feel we should eat more 
of it and less of the Western cuisine. The Indians, 
of course, are experts at cooking their own food. 
However, we have had some unpalatable 
surprises in the name of Western food!! 


Hope you are well--wish you were here. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
August 3, 1971 
Dear Leslie, 


Greetings from India! 


When Laurel left New Delhi the rain was 
coming down in torrents. Part of the road to the 
airport was almost impassable because of the 
very deep water. Early the next morning, when 
we left for Hyderabad, it was still pouring. We 
wondered if we could drive to the airport. New 
Delhi has been extremely hot and humid. The 
rain created a steam which fogged the taxi 
windows, but did not create a cooling effect. It 
was still stifling hot and humid. 


Tomorrow Jean Creighton and friend, of Flin 
Flon, Manitoba, are arriving. They will stay for a 
week. Should be fun. 


Hope you are well. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
August 16, 1971 
Dear Leslie, 


Greetings from India! Life is quiet here. 
Jean Creighton and Isabelle Ketchen have left. 
We had a fun six day visit. 


Several Indian commissioners of Girl Guides 
have approached me to do many things. It could 
be interesting. 


Our driver is an artist. He is in the front 
hall, sitting on the floor, sketching at present. 
He is doing some local Gypsies. 


This province of Andrah Pradesh is going 
through the worse drought in seventy years. The 
monsoons did not materialize this year. The 
crops are withering away, as it continues to be 
really hot. The natives say they have not seen the 
like of this. 


Hope you are well. Are you enjoying the 


summer? 
Love Mom 
Hyderabad, India 
August 29, 1971 
Dear Leslie, 


Greetings from India! 


1 am going to start taking art lessons. There 
is a group of ladies taking Indian dancing. It 
should be fun dancing with them. ! will also try 
that. 


| am the Guide captain of a company sponsored 
by St. Anne's School, which has an enrollment of 
four thousand girls--ages three to sixteen 
years. On Saturday the Guide company had lunch 
at the school. | brought a chocolate cake, which 
Lingum our cook made. They loved it. 
Afterwards, they all sang "Happy Anniversary” to 
me and asked God to bless me. | can't let them 
down after that. 


It will be interesting to compare the "Girl 
Guides" of India with their counterparts in 
Canada. 


Hope you are well. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
September 2, 1971 
Dear Leslie, 


Greetings from India! 


Life in Hyderabad is still hot. There are no 
signs of the long expected monsoon rains. | am 
tired of always being hot and sticky. They say 
that this is a most unusual year. The lack of rain 
is causing much hardship amongst the very poor. 
| shouldn't complain about the shortages of food 
and water caused by the heat and lack of rain. At 
least we have plenty to eat and drink. The poor 
stand in line for hours to buy rice--sold at cheap 
government prices. People are desperate for 
drinking water. At the public water taps, often 
as many as 20 people wait in turn for a pot of 
water. 


1 didn't think | would ever see the day when | 
couldn't give someone water to drink. We 
Canadians also experienced water rationing. 
There was only enough water for cooking and 
very short showers. If we had given to the many 
people who stood outside our compound--begging 
for water--we would not have had any for 
ourselves. 


Hope you are well. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
October 11, 1971 
Dear Leslie, 


Happy Thanksgiving to youl 


| am in Indor, 500 miles north of Hyderabad, 
with Dad and Russ. We left Hyderabad one week 
later than planned. As usual, there was a delay in 
the arrival of the farm machinery from Bombay. 
Then Russ took a few days off to recover from the 
flu. 


While they are at the Agricultural College 
supervising the placement of all the machinery, | 
am sitting in the hotel garden writing to you and 
watching the gardener plant roses. 


Yesterday and Saturday we visited the world 
famous "Ajanta" and "Alora" caves. They date 
back to the sixth century B.C. The caves number 
thirty in each area. Surrounding the stones used 
for the carvings are very picturesque hills.With 
only a pick and a hammer for tools, the people of 
that era sculpted Hindu and Buddhist gods and 


goddesses some twenty feet high. Their laborious 
task spanned six centuries. A truly awe 
inspiring achievement. 


Tonight Dad and ! are having Thanksgiving 
dinner at the Lantern Hotel. Wish | could share 
your Thanksgiving with you. 


Hope you are well. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
October 28, 1971 
Dear Leslie, 


Greetings from New Delhi! 


Dad and |, Russ Lunney and the Peltons 
arrived in New Delhi last Sunday. Next, we 
traveled two hundred kilometers north by car to 
a place called Dehra Dun (Dehra Dun is a 
Scottish word meaning “beautiful valley"). It is 
situated in the foothills of the Himalayan 
Mountains. From this town we saw the snow 
capped Himalayan Mountains in Tibet and Red 
China. 


The country around Dehra Dun has very 
picturesque mountains, valleys and trees. A road 
winds its way straight up the mountains. At the 
peak there are several schools’ which 
accommodate foreign students from Grades One to 
Twelve. The children must truly feel on top of 
the world as they attend classes from these great 
heights 


At this time Dad, Russ and Bill supervised the 
unloading of three truckloads of Canadian farm 
machinery and laboratory equipment for the 
agricultural university. One of the trucks 
arrived late. Dad and Russ stayed behind to take 
care of it. The others went to New Delhi. 


To my knowledge, there is no one in 
Hyderabad who can give a thorough female 
examination. | will take advantage of being in 
New Delhi to see a gynecologist. The greatest 
worry we had was to be sick and not be able to 
have access to a clean, relatively well- equipped 
hospital. When in 1978 | broke my ankle 
during the second trip to Kashmir, | was taken to 
a government hospital. X-ray equipment was 
primitive. Lights went on and off. Cleanliness 
did not appear to be the way of life. Then the 
grandson of Mr. James Butt of Dal Lake 
Houseboats appeared--we were holidaying 
there--and he kindly took me to a private 
hospital. It was almost up to Canadian standards- 
-all was well. 


For a while in Hyderabad we didn't have 
access the serum gamma globulin used to treat 
hepatitis. Because of the benevolence of a mostly 
American research group called International 
Crops Research Institute for the Semi Arid 
Tropics, we purchased it from them. 


Hyderabad has a seventy-five percent 
incidence of rabid dogs. Of course, most of us are 
very afraid of these mangy, roaming, gaunt dogs. 
The serum for rabies for a long time was not 
available. 


Every day there were health precautions that 
had to be adhered to very precisely. Drinking 
water is boiled for twenty minutes. Vegetables 
and fruit are washed and then soaked in water, to 
which a measure of the disinfectant "Dettol" is 
added. We eat no raw vegetables and drink only 
powdered milk. The restaurants we visit, and 
the homes of our Indian friends generally do not 
observe the accepted Canadian hygienic standards. 
This is because of a lack of our type of kitchen 
equipment. The average Indian lady still cooks on 
a two burner hot plate. In a place with no sink or 
running water--often not clean--the lack of 
education in this matter is not anyone's fault. We 
are often plagued with the "India Disease," 
comprised of diarrhea, cramps, and vomiting. 
This we take medicine for and learn to live with. 
Yes, our health problems are a worry, a reality, 
a risk, sometimes unfathomable, often painful, 
and apparently not lethal, because all survived. 
For this we thank two Canadian nurses married to 
Canadian scientists, Mrs. Lenore McGinnis,and 
Mrs. Beth Kidd. They administered needles and 
medicine to very grateful Canadians. After the 
fourth year of the existence of the Canadian 
Dryland Team the Canadian government shipped 
vaccines, serums and medicines to the Canadian 
High Commission in New Delhi. They in turn 
forwarded these items to the dryland team in 
Hyderabad. From then on our medical worries 
were lessened. 


P.S. (11 p.m. same day) |! have just returned 
from a lovely evening with the Peltons. They 
took me to the Oberoi Hotel in New Delhi for a 
birthday dinner. There was a bottle of white 
wine from Russ, and a birthday cake from Doreen 
and Bill. The orchestra played Happy Birthday. 
The Oberoi has an excellent ball room. 1! felt 
royally treated. 


| am looking forward to Hyderabad and 
perhaps mail from you and Laurel. 


| hope all is well with you, Leslie. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
November 8, 1971 
Dear Leslie, 


Greetings from India! The weather here is 
beautiful now--afternoons around 80°F. We 
have a poinsettia tree in bloom. The gardener has 
planted pansies and phlox. Of course, the 
morning glories make a dazzling display with 
their ever beautiful blue flowers. They quietly 
climb our garden wall. Ah, what a feast for sight 
and smelll! 


Last week, Jean Stevenson and | were invited 
to go hunting. We stayed at a lodge for two days. 
Our hosts were hunting panther, and | am happy 
to report they did not find any!! Jean and | had a 
lot of fun. At one point we were invited to dance 
with a wild bunch of Banjara Gypsies, and we did. 
They made a circle around us. We danced what 
they did--it was wild!! One took a shine to me, 
and kept patting me on the head--hard!! [The 
Nomads are a colorful lot. They descend from the 
Gypsies of Romania. They wear bright red 
swirling skirts and very decorative blouses and 
shawls. Many silver-colored bangles tinkle on 
their arms. Huge earrings hang from their ears. 
They are very skilled with the tambourine, and 
with it supply the music for their dancing. What 
a colorful and active group of entertainers the 
Banjara Gypsies arel!!] Hope you are well. 


Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
December 7, 1971 
Dear Leslie and Laurel, 


Greetings from Indial 


Do not worry about the war that is going on 
between India and Pakistan. As far as we are 
concerned here in Hyderabad-- because we are 
far inland--we are in no danger. If things 
become at all hazardous, the Canadian government 
will evacuate us. [The Dryland Team, during the 
war, canceled their visits to cooperating stations 
near the Eastern and Western war zones. The 
Indian army had a large training establishment 
located near Fort Golconda, on the western 
outskirts of Hyderabad. Hence troop movements 
occurred often on the streets of Hyderabad--a 
forerunner of the events that soon formed 
Bangladesh.] 


India is geared for war and so there is a 
different feeling here now. Every person you talk 
to is concerned. The Indians themselves are very 
calm and resigned to the sad events of the day. 
The newspapers are screaming with headlines 
that tell of Indian victories and the grim accounts 
of these add to the inescapable reality of the 
conflict. 


As a precaution, the Taj Mahal has been closed 
to the public. Three hundred and fifty workers 
covered it with burlap to prevent it from being 
used as a landmark at night. The Taj shines 
brightly in the moonlight, and the Pakistanis 
have made good use of this to bomb Agra (home of 
the Taj Mahal). 


It looks like we won't be going to Goa, unless 
the war is over. Many Say it will be finished in 
two weeks. We will stay home in case we need to 
be contacted. This is a disappointment. Maybe we 
can visit Goa later. 


Since Christians are in the minority in India, 
celebrations of Christmas with its accompanying 
decorations of tinsel and lights are used for only a 
few church celebrations. They are a joyful and 
happy homage to the Christ Child and a source of 
happiness to young and old alike. 


Bye now. Have lots of Christmas fun. 


Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
December 9, 1971 
Dear Leslie and Laurel, 


Greetings from India! 


| had a visit with Lakshmi and her husband, 
Venkata Ramana. They mentioned the fighting in 
Hyderabad, Pakistan--not to be confused with 
Hyderabad, India. We are far southeast of 
Pakistan, in the state of Andrah Pradesh, India. 


The Christmas trip to Goa is canceled. Nobody 
is wandering afar with the country embroiled in 
war. 


Lakshmi and Ramana with their family of 
three, ten-year-old daughter Sheila and teenaged 
sons, Ram and Murali, will share Christmas 
dinner with us. Doug and Jean Stevenson and 
daughters Chrystal, fourteen years old, and Tevi, 
Renee and Wendy, aged twelve, ten and six years 
respectively, will also grace our festive table. 
Wish you were here. 


Again, Merry Christmas!! 
Love Mom 


P.S. Laskshmi and her husband Venkata 
Ramana are friends. He is a lawyer with the High 
Court. She writes books. 


*HKK- 


Hyderabad, India 
December 14, 1971 
Dear Leslie and Laurel, 


Greetings from India! How are you? Hope 
your Christmas plans will provide you with lots 
of fun. 


The war is still very much in the news. 
People visiting New Delhi have come back with 
tales of blackouts and bombings. Bombay "is out 
of bounds," as is Calcutta. All seaports are 
unsafe, thus the cancellation of our trip to Goa. 


Nobody expected war to actually erupt. As 
you know, Laurel, | suspect the worst always!! 
From the tone of the newspapers there is fighting 
at the border. This was bound to escalate to 
something of greater consequence, in the face of 
such blind folly. The people of the Kashmir have 
sadly witnessed the desecration of their beautiful 
valley. Because we visited these gentle people in 
their peaceful homeland, we felt a personal loss. 


Again, don't worry about us. We are safe. 


Our potted poinsettia stands outside by the 
front door. A cedar is on the other side. Lights 
adorn both. We will use the green hedge 
cuttings--tied with red ribbon--to decorate the 
house. 


Hope all is well. Happy holiday. 


Love Mom 

P.S. Again about the war--food relief to 
Bangladesh became an international effort by 
such countries as U.S.A., Canada, Russia and 
others. None gave as much as did India. She 
depleted her stockpile of wheat and rice to a 
dangerous level in order to aid the country she 
helped create. 


Mom 


Hyderabad, India 


December 20,1971 
Dear Leslie and Laurel, 


Greetings from India! Did you enjoy 
Christmas? | certainly hope you had a fun time 
and were not sick with the flu or other virus 
during these holidays. 


The war between Pakistan and India is ended. 
We are very happy about that. Waging this war 
has given the country a downward trend in its 
economy. India and Pakistan will take some time 
to recuperate. There is an appeal in today's 
paper for the people to give up their rice for one 
day a week. This will help feed the citizens of 
Bangladesh. Mrs. Ghandi has warned that there 
will be trying times ahead. However, it is great 
to have the war finished--we witnessed grim and 
unhappy events. 


Our “Orpheus” mixed choir (all Indian ladies 
and men save me) sang "The Messiah" last 
evening. All the women (save me) wore white 
saris with white jasmine flowers in their shiny 
black hair--a beautiful sight indeed. Another 
group asked me to join them. |! only had two days 
to learn thirty pages of music. Life became very 
busy. | declined, with regret. It would have been 
fun. 


Did you receive your Christmas parcel, 
Leslie? We mailed it in September. Hopefully 
you will have it for the holidays. 


Happy New Year to you both. Wish | could be 
there with you. 


Love Mom 


P.S. Re the politics of the Kashmir at the 
time of the aforementioned war--the country 
was ruled by a Hindu, even though ninety percent 
or more of its population was Muslim. The 
people likely would have chosen to join their 
religious brethren in Pakistan. That is the basis 
for the long-simmering dispute over this lovely 
Jand. 


Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
December 28, 1971 


Excerpts from the Nineteen Seventy-One 
general Christmas Letter. 


We have been here nearly a year and have had 
some amazing experiences. The one thing that has 
been the most difficult to cope with was the 
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extreme heat of April, May and June. 
Temperatures reached one hundred and ten to one 
hundred and fifteen degrees F and did not change. 
The nights were stifling hot. Without air 
conditioning, at least in the bedrooms, we could 
not have tolerated this climate. However, all 


things have their good and bad aspects. At 
present, during the so-called “winter” of 
November, December and January, we are 


enjoying ideal summer weather--eighty degrees 
Fahrenheit during the day and a very pleasant 
sixty degrees Fahrenheit at night. Although the 
summer is not the best of seasons for Canadians, 
it is certainly terrific for the gardens. Roses, 
poinsettias and lilies bloom profusely in our 
flower beds--a joy to behold. Every month 
ushers in another variety of flowering tree. 
They grow tall and are very spectacular when in 
bloom. These are the enjoyable things about 
India. The not so enjoyable aspects are many. | 
can only cite a few. To illustrate: The extreme 
poverty of the great majority of the people. One 
really has to see it to believe it. Often the bare 
necessities of life, such as we know them, are 
non-existent. People are born into this destitute 
life and die in it. Since the majority are fatalists 
they accept this as their unchanging status. 
These people are well trained in the art of being 
patient, in spite of their long suffering. 


India has a number of "foreigners" or non- 
Indians, who work with projects and are funded 
by other governments. Most work is geared 
towards making India_ self-sufficient in 
producing food. There is hope that this will meet 
with much success. 


The level of public hygiene is very low. 
Public bathrooms are practically non-existent. 
The normal thing for many is to use the streets 
for this purpose. The result is a high degree of 
odorous pollution. 


This is a disease-ridden land. The poor, 
because of a protein deficiency, are an easy target 
for the diseases that go hand in hand with 
malnutrition. During the winter the poor suffer 
from colds and their many complications. A 
direct result of their poverty is a lack of warm 
clothing--people shiver in their huts. Soon they 
become ill. This sequence of events is repeated 
often in their short lives. 


Bet you think | can hardly tolerate this 
country? You're wrong. | quite enjoy many 
things. However, | am thankful that | am 
Canadian and not one of the poor class of Indians- 
-it is infinitely more pleasant! 


Love Ann 





Workers on the Singh Farm in Ludhiana. Street scene near the Moazamjahi Fruit Market in the old 
city of Hyderabad. 





we 


Island Park on Dahl Lake, Srinigar. 


At Left 
Beautiful Nishat Gardens in the Kashmir. 
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Charming Indian children attending a wedding on the “Prospera” our home in Hyderabad. 
grounds of the Ritz Hotel, Hyderabad. 





At the arrival of our new car the servants performed a 
"Puja" ceremony - with their guaranty that all evil spirits 
would never come near the car!! 
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Village people grinding grain for the evening meal. Laurel's piano being moved to our house - on the very 
strong heads of these coolies. 


CHAPTER 2 1972 
INDIA BECOMES HOME 


Hyderabad, India 
January 8, 1972 
Hi Les: 


Happy New Year!! During the past months we 
have had our misgivings about the progress and 
future status of the project--particularly 
during the fourteen-day war. As you may have 
noted, there has been considerable furor in India 
and the United States of America concerning 
United States’ aid to India. Recently, politicians 
in India have said “no more aid--we will do the 
work ourselves." However, recent decisions 
indicate that this will not influence our project. 
Quite the opposite--although our work is slow, 
lately there has been a thrust forward towards 
accomplishment. |! am sure Dad and the other 
members of the Canadian Dryland Team will be 
happy to see their work finally acquire speed and 
direction. 


Happy New Year, Leslie. 1 am sure all will go 
well for you. 


Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
January 18, 1972 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! Glad to hear that though 
your holidays were hectic they were fun. 


At present, all seems to be settled into a 
workable routine. However, one never quite 
knows. There is an uncertain peace on the 
national scene. Nearer to home--right in our 
house--there appears to be a question concerning 
the servants. | ask "do they or don’t they work in 
harmony?" Complaints are numerous. The night 
watchman (chokidar}) accuses the cook of not 
wanting to give him his morning coffee. The 
driver, in turn, has very disparaging remarks to 
make about the cook. If these--my household 
friends--could forgive and forget, we would live 
in harmony. They are of Hindu and Muslim faith. 
Historically these religious groups share a 
background of unrest. My role as a peacemaker 
can only be effective if | can surmount this 
obstacle. 


Maybe | will dole out measures of kindness 
and at least for the moment, blessed peace will 
reign at our house. 


| am going to the MacBeath house. Two of 
their children, aged twelve and nine years, will 
leave for boarding school tomorrow. Kodai Kanal 
(the school's name) is five hundred and fifty air 
miles from here. The four Stevenson girls-- 
youngest aged six years--also depart for school 
at this time. 


When children are at Kodai Kanal, their 
families are separated from them. As they are 
only home for three months of the year, family 
life is considerably shortened. Kodai Kanal 
adheres to the American plan of education, which 
compliments the Canadian school system. Too 
many differences exist between the Indian and 
Canadian systems of study. As a bonus Kodai 
Kanal offers many music programs, outdoor 
activities, and student oriented social programs. 


Hope all is well. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
January 30, 1972 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! It is lovely here-- 
fifty above at night, eighty-five above in the 
afternoon. However, the Indian people can hardly 
wait for this “winter” to end. They feel cold. 


Dr. Andrews, Director of the Lethbridge 
Research Station, will be visiting the Dryland 
Team and their families. He will arrive next 
week, along with Bryan Wannop of the Canadian 
High Commission in New Delhi. Bryan's parents, 
Ethel and Reg Wannop, will accompany him. We 
should have fun. A bonus is that we do hear news 
of Canada--something that we are in short 
supply of at most times of the year. 


Hope you are well. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
February 19, 1972 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! 
hope. 


Dad is in New Delhi and the Punjab. He is 
attending meetings this week, therefore | am 
alone. 


How are you? Well, | 


This happens to be one of my "“busy--mostly 
doing nothing" weeks. This morning started with 
an art lesson, complicated by the fact that | 
either have absolutely no talent for drawing or | 
have a poor teacher. With my phenomenal bad 
luck | could have both. This afternoon | work 
with Girl Guides at St. Ann’s School. This | love. 
The children are wonderful. Since | was with the 
Girl Guide movement in Canada, | can claim some 
expertise. Several invitations take me out to 
dinner and require no talent on my part. 
Someone talked me into taking yoga lessons so Ill 
try that on Tuesday. If one wishes to eat one must 
shop-- another morning gone! 


There is a coffee party later on in the week, 
and a special Girl Guide meeting. 


That is my week. | must say that | meet some 
charming people--a bonus indeed. 


It seems hard to realize that Lent is here. In 
Canada we associate that season with cold 
weather. Not so here--it is about 90 above 
Fahrenheit and lovely. The trees are commencing 
to burst forth in beautiful blooms. Once again we 
will see the spectacular orange colored flowering 
tree called "Gulmohr."” It is magnificent,--a 
constant marvel and a breathtaking sight. | am, 
as you know, a tree lover. It is indeed a great 
source of joy to watch as this tree and others like 
it cover themselves with such beautiful flowers. 


Hope you are doing interesting things. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
February 27, 1972 


Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! | am sitting on the roof 
of the house--there is a porch here. It is five 
o'clock in the afternoon. Soon the sun will slowly 
sink into the horizon and in one and one half 
hours a black night will cover Hyderabad. At six 
in the morning a brilliant sun almost instantly 
dispels the night--a new hot day is here again. 


\ dread the approach of March, April, and May 
because of the heat. The afternoons are 
unbearable--if one dares to go outdoors. 


There is a lot of noise down at the front gate. 
A crowd of children is yelling, with some singing 
interspersed here and there. One of the Hindu 
festivals called "Holi" takes place on Tuesday and 
the celebrations are starting early. On that day 
man and beast go wild. People throw colored 
water at each other and at the poor defenseless 
animals on the street. It is not safe to venture 
outdoors. If curiosity sends you into the alleys 
and streets, you will see some strange beings-- 
men's bodies all painted with gold or silver paint, 
donkeys and cows brightly painted. Green goats, 
pink donkeys and blue cows add a lot of color to an 
already vivid jandscape. “Holi" celebrates the 
departure of winter and the arrival of spring. 


The Girl Guides and Brownies celebrated 
"Thinking Day" last week. Lingum (our cook) 
made a chocolate cake for them. | took it to the 
Girl Guides and bulbuls (Brownies) at St. Ann's 
School. We sang "Plum Tree in the Orchard” and 
"Ma-Lei-La." Each guide and bulbul held a 
lighted candle and sang “Happy Birthday" in 
memory of Lady Baden-Powell's birthday. At 
this time they thought of other guides and bulbuls 
throughout the world. Captain Nicolette Waite, 
assisted by four of the Girl Guides, served tea and 
chocolate cake. For me it was an afternoon made 
memorable--for it was my first "Thinking Day" 
celebration with the bulbuls and Girl Guides of 
St. Ann's School. 


Hope all is well. 


Love Mom 


P.S. One aspect of "Holi" was "Baksheesh", a 
term used to describe the soliciting of money 
from the public at large. If we did not comply 
with this custom they could throw colored water 
at us. 





Hyderabad, India 
March 6, 1972 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! 


Dad, Dr. Pelton, Dr. Choudhury, Dr. 
Krishnamoortjy, Dr. Patnaik and Mr. Sridharan 
will be in Canada in July. They will visit 
Lethbridge, Calgary at “Stampede" time, Swift 
Current and Ottawa. Unfortunately, because of 
the high cost of the flight, | won't be there. You 
and Grandpa will enjoy seeing Dad. 


This is my third week of yoga classes and | 
really enjoy it. Five of us sit on the lawn. Two 
Muslim ladies share with us their knowledge of 
this ancient ritual of exercise and relaxation. 


! have started to sketch a scarlet colored 
canna lily, in water color. | have mixed feelings 
about this venture. 


This week our Girl Guide company is having 
an enrollment of new Guides. It will take place 
outdoors in front of the whole school, comprising 
two thousand students. From an outdoor stadium 
the girls will look down on us in the courtyard 
below. The new Girl Guides will be proud indeed 
to repeat their “law and promise" before their 
sister Guides, school teachers and school friends. 


Hope all is well. 
Love Mom 


Kodai Kanal, India 
April 9, 1972 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from Kodai Kanal, a hill station in 
the state of Tamil Nadu. A “hill station" is a town 
high in the mountains. Many people are attracted 
to Kodai because of the boarding school here. 
Children from many parts of the world study in 
these hallowed halls. 


We drove here, stopping overnight in the 
beautiful city of Bangalore. Our driver, Majit, 
drove our car. My Indian dancing teacher came 
along. She is called Shevanti, which means 
"flower" and she is very beautiful. 


Leaving Hyderabad was very easy. It has been 
so hot there that it has been very uncomfortable. 
Here, with an altitude of seven thousand feet, the 
weather is cool--similar to Banff. It is 
delightful. 


We are visiting with friends whose children 
are attending school. First we will be house 
guests of the MacBeath's, next with the Larsons, 
who are our neighbors in Hyderabad. They are 
Americans, working with an American aid 
project. When we leave this scenic spot we will 
return via the garden city of Bangalore to hot, 
sticky, uncomfortable Hyderabad. When we 
return, Dad will be home from his travels in 
India. |! wonder about the adventures he has 
experienced. | could almost say for a certainty 
that my week in Bangalore and Kodai Kanal was 
more enjoyable than Dad encounters in these 
work trips. If the team members travel to 
villages in the country, they often encounter poor 
accommodation--no safe drinking water, only 
Indian food and not always the best. Often there 
are hordes of mosquitoes that make sleeping 
difficult. Bed bugs are not unknown. Certainly 
this is no holiday for him. 


Hope all is well, Leslie. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
April 19, 1972 
From My Diary: 


Today | had my first massage and steam bath, 
price twelve rupees or about one dollar and fifty 
cents. 


First, | did my yoga exercises. Next | was 
asked to lie on a table while Dr. Khan, a young 
Muslim girl, proceeded to massage me with oil. 
She then took me to a room where a large wooden 
box sat. It had a hole on top--large enough for a 


head. Akbar (Dr. Khan) calmly said, "that is 
where you take your steam bath." Quickly and 
with great certainty | said "No! I'll not go in 


there." But then | decided to live dangerously and 
| did venture in, only to find one of those horrible 
creatures, “ghekos" (another name _ for 
salamander) staring at me with its beady eyes. | 
flew out of there like the wind!! After some 
persuasion, Dr. Khan and her sister sat me on a 
stool and closed the box around my head. Steam 
poured all around, making me sweat profusely. 
During this ordeal | thought “This is insane-- 
with the temperature outside over one hundred 
degrees Fahrenheit--here | sit paying to sweat!" 


Akbar brought me a glass of water. | asked if 


it was boiled. She replied "no." “I'm sorry, | 
can't drink this," | answered. |! stated all the 
reasons for drinking boiled water. Akbar smiled 


while she poured the offending water on my head. 
Sputtering | said, “Hey, that could ruin my hair- 
do." Akbar could not understand my concern. 
Perhaps the “water on the head" procedure was a 
cooling off process!! 


After ten minutes of being par-boiled | had a 
most welcome shower. The morning ended with a 
delicious cup of Indian tea. 


Ann 


New Delhi, India 
May 11, 1972 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from New Delhi! We are on the way 
to the Kashmir. First we will visit Bryan 
Wannop and his mother and father, Reg and Ethel 
Wannop. This is always a pleasure--Bryan is a 
tremendous host. Ethel and Reg have a great 
Capacity for enjoying life. 


Ethel and | went to the market this afternoon. 
She is seventy-four years old. This did not stop 
her from shopping, covering great distances in 
the sweltering heat. 


That night, Bryan had a farewell party for his 
parents. About fifty people attended, including 
Mr. George, the Canadian High Commissioner to 
India. Bryan placed Persian rugs on the lawn and 
scattered pillows and chairs on them. Candles 
glowed in the bright Indian moonlight--a night of 
fun and merriment. 


We miss you. 
Love Mom 
Srinigar, 
Kashmir, India 
May 12, 1972 
Dear Leslie: 
Greetings from the Kashmir! We have 
arrived in beautiful Srinigar! Mr. Butt's 


houseboats are the same as those of last year. The 
weather, however, is cooler. Because of this only 
lunch is held on the lawn. Tea and dinner are 
served beside a fireplace. 


In the morning we drifted down the river, 
under the seven bridges. The water was dirty. 
The houseboats we passed were home to many 
poor people. Families dwelt in squalor. Many 


women were washing their clothes vigorously, as 
did their predecessors from ancient Biblical 
times. The method used was a combination of 
beating and banging. Although this would only 
clean partially, it was guaranteed to shorten 
considerably the life of each garment! 


On a rainy day we were shown how the world 
famous Kashmiri carpets are made. It is quite 
unbelievable to see these artisans sitting on the 
floor--in the cold--as the leader chants the 
pattern. His fellow workers weave beautiful and 
intricate patterns, as their ancestors did 
centuries before them. After a rug is finished it 
is immersed in the cold waters of the Jhelum 
River. 


The Kashmir is a shopper's paradise. 
Marvelous crewel embroidery, along with other 
decorative kinds of handwork, are offered for sale 
in the shops. There is unbelievably beautiful 
leather clothing, wool fabrics made exquisite 
with hand embroidered designs, unique wood 
furniture carved by hand, elephants shaped from 
wood, brass ornaments and jewelry. Ah! |! must 
return again to view these great bazaars and 
shops--to feast my eyes on the marvels of the 
Kashmiri landscape and to rub shoulders with 
these friendly and gentle people. 


Last night, along with thirteen other guests, 
we had dinner with Mr. Butt and his family. It 
was held in their garden. Our seats were on the 
floor. Water was poured over our hands from a 
big pot. We ate rice and curry with our fingers. 
Water was again poured over our hands. At the 
end of the meal we were served Kashmiri tea. 
This lovely evening gave us a privileged glimpse 
of a very hospitable and very affectionate Muslim 
family. 


This morning, breakfast was held in the 
garden, under the four hundred year old walnut 
trees. Brightly colored roses, in profusion, grow 
with abandon along the walks. Shah Jahan, who 
built the Taj Mahal and the Shalimar Gardens 
once said of the Kashmir, “if there is paradise on 
earth, it is here." 


Today is Friday. The Muslims are gathering 
in crowds at the Mosque. Loud speakers carry 
their singing far away. A hair of the prophet 
Mohammed is preserved in a glass vial and 
guarded in the Mosque. Several times a year 
people from far and near come to view it. This is 
accompanied by great emotion on the part of the 
faithful. 


Our return to New Dethi saw an end to the 
comfortably cool climate of the Kashmir. As we 


stepped from the plane in New Delhi we were 
unceremoniously greeted by a fiery hot wind. 
The temperature read one hundred and ten 
degrees Fahrenheit. Visibility was poor because 
of a fierce dust storm. Very briefly | dwelt on 
the similarity between this and a Lethbridge wind 
storm. | decided both were miserable and did not 
warrant a Comparison! 


Hope all is well. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
July 11, 1972 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


The temperature is now between ninety-five 
and one hundred degrees Fahrenheit. The 
monsoon rains have not arrived but there has 
been a lot of cloud and a cooler breeze. Maybe the 
worst--as far as the heat is concerned--is 
behind us. 


Sometimes this country is really hard to 
tolerate. Lately, when we have walked downtown 
in the evenings, we have seen complete families 
asleep on the hot, bare sidewalks. This seems to 
be their home. The small huddled bodies of the 
little ones are an especially pitiful sight. 


For the last five days we have had a couple of 
house guests. One is from Toronto. He is the 
Executive Director for “World Literacy of 
Canada." He has come here to assess the literacy 
projects of India. The other is the Canadian 
representative for the Canadian Literacy 
Program. 


Bryan Wannop of the Canadian High 
Commission laid the cornerstone for Literacy 
House in Hyderabad. Of interest also is the fact 
that the money used to erect this building was 
obtained from "Miles for Millions,” a walk-a- 
thon staged in Calgary. “Literacy House" is a 
school where adults learn many skills from 
nursing to weaving. The greater part of this 
program sends graduate teachers into the villages 
to teach reading and writing. Canada donates 
jeeps for transportation purposes. 


Dad and | are helping a small orphanage for 
boys from ages four to sixteen years. This is a 
Y.M.C.A. project. When we visited, the boys had 
finished their last day of school (except the one 
four-year-old). They were proud of their 


report cards. Most did very well. One day soon 
they will have lunch at our house. 


Hope you are well. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
July 14, 1972 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


All is well here. Nothing exciting is 
happening. The servants are having health 
problems. The gardener's wife (Mali) has 
malaria. The night watchman (chokidar) is also 
sick with malaria. { sent him home the other 
night. 


These people do not have access to adequate 
medical care. They live in a most unsanitary 
fashion--and are easy prey to many diseases. 
The choice is great--from the common cold to 
leprosy. 


Last week Lingum (the cook) became a 
grandfather for the first time. There was great 
excitement! According to Lingum he is 
responsible for the comfort and well being of this 
first grandchild, born to his daughter. 
Apparently he must also attend to some of the 
daughter's needs. The tailor has made a dress for 
the wee one. Lingum reported his daughter did 
not have a blanket. | gave a wool blanket for the 
new mother. Shopping for baby clothes will be 
fun. This must be a lesson in “how to be a 
grandmother without being one"! 


Indira Ghandi will pay a visit to Hyderabad 
tomorrow. There will be great crowds to meet 
her. Even the most illiterate of the people can 
recognize and identify Mrs. Ghandi by her 
pictures. Therefore, multitudes of Indians and 
other nationalities that live here will mingle 
with the masses for a glimpse of their leader and 
friend. 


| bought a bicycle for the servants to ride. 
Narcima (mali) the gardener walks about four 
miles to work. He enjoys riding the bike. The 
other servants use it for chores around the 
neighborhood. 


Dad will probably be in Calgary by now. | am 
sure you will have fun. 


Hope all is well. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
July 30, 1972 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


All is well here. Last night friends took me to 
see the show “Buona Sera Mrs. Campbell.” 
Although | had seen it | enjoyed it once more. 
Other friends have asked me to see the same 
picture tomorrow night. Of course | will go. 
Seeing the same movie three times is better than 
staying home. With Dad in Canada | don't decline 
many invitations. 


Today, a very interesting couple came to 
visit. She is a young Muslim doctor from 
Hyderabad.He is a salesman from Bombay. When 
she goes on an outing with him she must take one 
of her brothers to act as chaperone. Today was 
her first time alone with him--both brothers 
were ill and had to stay at home. She was very 
nervous. Her sister called her “shameless” 
because she was alone with this "friend." They 
arrived at 5:30 p.m. and stayed two hours--even 
though one half hour was all the time she had 
been allotted for visiting. In this strange country 
women do not move about freely, especially in 
public places 


Father Roche from St. Mary's parish recently 
showed me the hospital and the Creche. At times 
babies are abandoned in his church. The good 
sisters look after them in the Creche. Some of 
the sisters are from Italy. The sewing room was 
equipped with fine electric sewing machines from 
that country. 


Hope you are enjoying the summer. 

Love Mom 

August 1972 
| was summoned to Canada because of the 
iliness and subsequent death of my father. 


This was a very sad time for me. 1 
returned to India in September. 


“KXK- 


Hyderabad, India 
September 24, 1972 
Dear Leslie: 
Greetings from India! How are you? 


Dad and the rest of the team have returned 
after attending meetings in New Delhi. The 


sessions were very long, sometimes starting ae 
a.m. and concluding at 7 p.m. | am told the 
Indians were very long winded and their reports 
seemed endless. Russ noted that he nearly left the 
hall several times because of the monotonous pace 
of these deliberations. The Canadian Dryland 
Team do have their patience tried to the limit! 


Our friend, Lakshmi, was delighted with my 
gift to her of "Anne of Green Gables." tt will be 
interesting to note whether she enjoys: this 
classic Canadian story. Lakshmi will be the judge 
of whether the girls of India can identify with the 
main character, “Anne.” If they do, Lakshmi will 
translate the book into Telegu, her native tongue. 
Telegu is spoken widely in Andrah Predesh (the 
province we live in). 


Last week | visited Lakshmi and her husband 
Ramana. They were observing the anniversary of 
the death of his father. His picture was 
displayed, covered with garlands of flowers. The 
smell of burning incense was in the air. 
Offerings of food, such as coconut and cookies, 
were placed before the shrine. 


Lakshmi and Ramana were very pleased that | 
had dropped in unexpectedly and stayed for lunch. 
It was a good omen, they said, and a sign of 
respect for the dead. 


Hope all is well. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
October 10, 1972 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! | do hope you enjoyed a 
happy Thanksgiving. Ours consisted of a dinner 
party in company with all the Canadians living in 
Hyderabad. 


This weekend the Hindus will celebrate the 
festival "Dussehra." This holiday commemorates 
the victory of the god Rama over the demon 
Ravana--the triumph of good over evil. 
Everybody is preparing to make merry at this 
time. Children and adults need new clothes. It is 
customary to have the tailor sew for the 
servants. | thoroughly enjoyed selecting colorful 
fabrics for clothes for every family. Sugar and 
rice, which are basic food items, have increased 
in price at a rapid rate. At present the people 
experience great difficulty in purchasing 
necessities other than food. 


How beautiful all the people looked on the day 
of "Dussehra." Families walked on the wide 
streets. AS many as 30 people stretched across 
the street. A never ending procession formed in 
front and at the rear. Every bright color of the 
artist's palette was manifest in their clothing. 
Proud fathers carried their small children on 
their shoulders. Women of all ages wore their 
traditional saris with dignity. They were 
absolutely stunning. The children, with their 
beflowered black hair and large dark eyes, danced 
lightly to the sound of tabla and drum. What a 
cluster of beautiful Indian children there are to 
be seen at "Dussehra" time. 


In India, seventy-five percent of the 
population are the very poor. They live in mud 
huts and often sleep on the floor. Theirs is a life 
devoid of comfort, and of most tasty foods. 


Often they are without medicine. When they 
are sick they usually succumb to an early death. 
A life that is as drab and uneventful as that of an 
Indian living in poverty needs some respite from 
this drudgery. This is where the Indian festivals, 
of which there are many, provide the light that 
shines through the ever present gloom. Each 
person waits in great anticipation for the holiday 
that, for a while, will magically transport him to 
a happy abode. There, disease, poverty, hunger 
and unhappiness will no longer affect him. Who 
would say that the Indian festival is silly 
nonsense? 


There have been quite a few articles in the 
Deccan Chronicle concerning the progress made 
in dryland farming. With the present lack of 
rain, there is a lot of interest in increasing the 
yields on dry land. There is a need to prevent 
crops from withering away and dying completely. 


Bye now, Leslie. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
November 1,1972 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! 


Time is passing quickly. Christmas is near. 
Dad and | are looking forward, with much 
anticipation, to Laurel's and your visit with us 
during the holidays. 


Russ and Jack Tarbet staged a tremendous 
party for me, on the occasion of my birthday. It 


was a complete surprise--about thirty people of 
various nationalities attended. | ignored the 
workmen who were busy at the far end of the 
swimming pool. | really couldn't understand 
what they hoped to accomplish. 


Russ and several cooks had concocted a sad 
looking drink--for the ladies. All hoped we 
would not be asked to drink it. The drink was a 
substitute for what is commonly called a 
"grasshopper." Certainly this was a successful 
substitute. A lot of credit went to these 
unpredictable Canadians for nearly 
accomplishing the impossible. In a while loud 
firecrackers burst on the scene. The party 
became alive with the excitement that 
accompanies these colorful and sometimes 
beautiful noise makers. Dinner followed. The 
cooks excelled themselves. They served an 
excellent meal. 


Once more the fire crackers loudly shattered 
the scene. Everybody was now in a festive mood. 
Fun became the order of the evening. 


It was during "dinner hour" that suddenly the 
marquee now in place over the swimming pool 
became a bright show of light. It formed the 
words "Happy Thirty-ninth Birthday to Ann 
Anderson." What a surprisell Everybody sang 
"Happy Birthday." The cooks cut the cake that 
Russ had bought. There were gifts, such as a ten 
cent Canadian flag and a picture of Banff. Wow! 
What a great birthday!! 


Wish you could have been here. Hope all is 
well with you, Leslie. 


Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
December 1972 
From My Diary: 


During these beautiful December days Leslie 
and Laurel visited Hyderabad, New Delhi, and 
Bombay. They quickly became initiated into the 
merrymaking of the Christmas season. 
Christians are in the minority here. Because of 
this, business places and homes are not decorated 
with ornaments and lights. We all missed this. 


On a warm starlit night two days before 
Christmas, with family and friends, we danced on 
the roof of our house. The Indian sky was a 
background of deep purple, dotted with large 
sparkling stars. The Indian sky at night is 
spectacular. 


Another night of nights was Christmas Eve at 
the Roman Catholic cathedral. Alive 
Bougainvillea shrubs banked the altar and the 
walks. Thousands of devout people attended Mass. 
| was privileged to be a part of this very 
memorable tribute to faith. 


At 5 a.m. on Christmas morning a beautiful 
Anglo-Indian lady named Genevieve walked to 
church. For the rest of the day, while others 
feasted, she tended the children whom she called 
"the urchins of the street." These were children 
who were orphans. They hustled on the street for 
their food and clothing. 


Many months prior to Christmas, Genevieve 
prepared the articles needed by "the urchins." 
She bought cloth for one shirt and one pair of 
trousers for each boy. Any girls in the group 
received a dress. Because it is winter, warm 
sweaters or jackets and underwear completed the 
wardrobe. 


A major task for Genevieve was that of 
bathing the “urchins.” They resisted soap and 
water, even though ministered by their beautiful 
benefactress. 


The mutton curry had long since been cooked. 
The children ate heartily of it and of the rice. At 
the end of the afternoon, each received an Indian 
sweet and a toy. The “urchins” returned to their 
“home” on the streets. Their lives, consisting of 
stealing, fighting and other juvenile crimes, 
would not change. However, on this one day of the 
year, they too knew of Christmas love. 


As for Genevieve, she lives alone. On that 
Christmas Day she ate a lonely dinner. She went 
to bed early, with the satisfaction of having 
ministered to some of the poor of her country. 


Love Mom 


The highlight of Leslie and Laurel's trip to 
India was the visit to the Taj Mahal. They viewed 
it in many lights. At sunrise, they were there to 
watch the sun as it converted the semiprecious 
stones in the walls of the Taj into dazzling jewels. 
That night a full moon shone on this magnificent 
edifice. We lingered to admire this awe- 
inspiring sight. Many visitors from far away 
places kept this vigil with us. On every hour a 
photographer from Hungary focused his lens on 
the play of light on the great Taj Mahal. What an 
unforgettable way to view one of the seven 
wonders of the world. 





The Taj Mahal, Agra 
Rightly named one of the seven wonders of the world. 






"Begumpet" boys school - catering mostly to the rich and 
well-to-do and their offspring. 


Russ and Eilene Lunney - travelling to the Hyderabad 
Airport via “Elephant* - on their way home to Canada. 





one a 7 _ 
*Bachu” standing - Bryan Wannop and family - Ann. Taken 


“Banjara” Gypsies dancing - attired in their ornate and in New Dehli - in Bryan's backyard, waiting for the party 
hand made apparel. guests to arrive. 
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Christmas Letter 
Hyderabad, India 


Seasons Greetings Friends! 


Merry Christmas from the land of the 
Yuletide poinsettia. It is such a beautiful sight to 
see these scarlet flowers in our garden. The 
roses are quite spectacular. We have enjoyed 
growing several familiar varieties, such as the 
Peace Rose. It produces a flower much larger 
than its Canadian name sake. The eternal summer 
we have is great for gardening. 


Summer this year--without the usual 
monsoon rains--has had a crippling effect on the 
economy of this area. People in the rural areas 
are suffering severe hardships. Their crops have 
been almost a total failure, due to the dry season. 
In many areas the people are starving. Recently 
six thousand villagers from the areas sur- 
rounding Hyderabad have come into the city 
looking for food and water. The streets have 
always harbored many beggars. Their numbers 
have increased--a pitiful sight indeed. 


And would you believe violence has also 
erupted in Hyderabad? For some time there has 
been a difference of opinion on _ the 
implementation of an old law called the "Mulki” 
rule. One segment of the people want it abolished 
and the others want it upheld. It is a vital issue 
because it has a direct effect on employment. 
When these people are without work they often 
lack the necessities of life--such as food to keep 
them alive. Therefore, they are ready to resort 
to mob violence to gain their end. The students, 
particularly, are creating serious disturbances. 
They have burned railway cars--in one case with 
three railway employees within--stoned cars 
and people, disrupted rail service entirely by 


sitting on the tracks. On November 23rd the 
students and certain political leaders declared a 
work stoppage. All places of business, schools, 
colleges and the university were closed. A 
protest parade was formed. This led to violence 
with one man being killed and many injured, 
including several of the police who were 
attempting to quell the disturbances. 


We are watching these events very carefully. 
The authorities warn us to stay away from 
crowded areas. That means staying home a lot, 
because in this crowded city of two and one half 
million it is difficult to find areas where there 
are few people. 


Aside from this, all appears well. The 
dryland project couldn't have chosen a more 
opportune time to work in India. 


This is the driest year that has plagued 
Hyderabad and area in fifty years. Much interest 
is focused on the Canadian dryland scientists and 
their success in growing sun flowers, millet and 
grain sorghum on these rocky, parched soils. 


Apparently, Santa Claus or "Father 
Christmas” as he is known here, appears in many 
places during this festive season. He may be a 
little warm at times, but he is still the "Father 
Christmas” of Indian folk lore. He does not have 
the abundance of gifts that he is able to distribute 
in some of the other countries, but still has a 
small gift for all. 


From far across the land and sea we wish you 
the best Christmas ever. Fervently we hope that 
the year Nineteen Seventy Three will bring with 
it good health and prosperity for all. 


Ann and Tracy 


CHAPTER 3 1973 
LONELINESS THE EVER PRESENT COMPANION 


Hyderabad, India 
January 15, 1973 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! We have just returned 
from Bombay. While there, we enjoyed the city’s 
sandy white beaches. Strolling near the water 
were chattering monkeys and a_ beautifully 
decorated elephant. Of course, one never quite 
escapes the beggars in India. |! am afraid | must 
say they were a blemish on an otherwise 
enchanting landscape. 


One of the rare sights in Bombay is called 
"The Tower of Silence." A verdant park 
camouflages the burial spot of the Parsis of India. 
They are Indian Zorastrians who are descended 
from the Persians (Zoraster was a prophet of 
Ancient Iran). During the seventh and eighth 
centuries the Parsis fled to India because of the 
Muslim persecution. At the time of death they 
are taken to "The Tower of Silence." Their bodies 
are laid out on platforms high in the tree tops. 
There the vultures quickly congregate. 


Bombay is a westernized city in that there 
are tall buildings and shops where you may 
obtain goods from India and the world. Many 
parts of the city are occupied by slum dwellers. 
There are many children who are orphans and, 
because they are also without homes, they live on 
the streets. A group of such boys made their 
home under a large tree. A dog shared their 
humble abode. Of course, these rejects from 
what must be a callused society are forced into 
crime to feed and clothe themselves. There are a 
great number of destitute Indians who roam the 
streets. | understand but do not condone the plight 
of the average Indian. He claims the only way 
open to him is to ignore those that are so badly 
treated by a cruel fate. 


| have been befriended by the rich and the 
poor. Of course, it is infinitely more pleasant to 
be wealthy. They - that fate destined to live a life 
of luxury - must surely bear some respon- 
sibility for the very poor. Justice evades the 
destitute. 


There is hope for the poor in the many 
marvelous religious congregations who work 
tirelessly for their fellow man. Mother Theresa 
of India--and of the world--is constantly 
showing the way of charity, mercy and love. 
These aforementioned people will continue to 
minister to the very poor, the sick and the dying. 
Theirs is a caring and self-sacrificing way of 
life. India’s destitute need the infinite comfort of 
those who nurse and who have the gift of 
compassion. 


31 


Hope all is well, Leslie. 
Love Mom 


P.S. On our return from Bombay our 
attention was drawn to the many people engaged 
in road building. Most of the soil was transported 
in buckets held on the heads of the women 
workers. The roads were going nowhere. During 
the severe drought--and consequent 
unemployment--the government had devised this 
means of helping the jobless. 


“XMM 


Hyderabad, India 
February 1973 
Hello Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


Laurel has arrived in Switzerland. Holiday 
time is over and she must return to her studies. 


Life is becoming very inconvenient in 
Hyderabad--with more shortages every day. 
There was no water in the city taps all of 
yesterday. The power fluctuates between on and 
off. At night we use candlelight most of the time. 


Dad and |! went to the show Saturday night. 
The place was in total darkness. We waited one 
half hour to see the show. Another two blackout 
intermissions followed. The movie appeared for 
one hour. Close to the end the lights vanished. At 
this point everybody became exasperated. “En 
masse," we went home. 


Today "Majit" (the driver) went to pay the 
electricity bill. The office was closed and guarded 
by soldiers. The workers were on Strike. 


Sugar rationing began today in India. The 
people consume a lot of sugar. They will miss not 
being able to buy as much of this, their favorite 
food, as they can afford. 


There has been no water for the garden for a 
week. Many flowers are dying. The water 
shortage is now very acute. We have enough 
water for drinking and washing, but for nothing 
else. The lawn is all brown, the potted plants 
look terrible. Narcima has moved some plants 
into the shade of the house. 


Tomorrow he will haul water from a lake 
four miles away. Hopefully he can keep these 
plants alive. He will water the roses, which are 
still blooming. This will create a lot of work for 
Narcima. He doesn't mind as there is no other 
work in the garden. 


It breaks my heart to see the yard like this. 
However, they are only plants. One must feel 
sorriest for the poor who thirst for water to 
drink and food to eat. Sometimes they have 
neither. 


We will see you in Calgary soon. 
Hope all is well. 


Love Mom 
P.S. On the eve of Vijay's departure to 
Canada, al! team members and some of their 
wives gathered in Bangalore. We enjoyed a night 
at the "Blue Swan,” a night club in that city. 


oMKK- 


Hyderabad, India 
March 12, 1973 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


We are looking forward to our holiday in 
Canada. Our date of arrival will be the twenty- 
seventh of April. It will be great fo see you, and 
also Laurel. 


The weather has become much hotter as the 
drought continues. There are many shortages of 
necessary items such as gas for cooking, 
electricity, kerosene used for lamps at night, 
petrol for the car, milk powder and butter. Of 
course, the power shortage curtails the use of the 
air conditioner in our bedroom. Sleeping without 
it is very uncomfortable. All in all, these are 
trying times in India. 


Many of the poor are without work. The 
factories that employ them are shutting their 
doors. They are unable to operate without 
adequate water and electricity. Dad has been 
away for ten days, as have all the Canadian team. 
After being home for ten days they will travel 
once more. We wives are becoming accustomed to 
being alone. To combat this we keep busy and 
accept almost every invitation to go out!! 


For instance, last night Lynn MacBeath, Ann 
Friesen and myself were treated to a spaghetti 
dinner at the home of Doreen Pelton. It was a fun 
night. 


Hope all is well with your new job. See you 
soon. 


Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
April 8, 1973 
Hi Leslie: 


Greetings from India! | am sitting under the 
hair drier at the "Miracle" beauty parlor. The 
girls say "hi" to you. 


One of the inconveniences of the present 
drought are the very frequent power shortages. 
On a visit to "Genevieve's” Beauty salon | found 
myself outside sitting on a chair in the blazing 
sun. The power was off again and it was back to 
nature if | wanted dry hairll That was an 
uncomfortable one half hour. There was a 
nagging suspicion that, if the drought continued, | 
would repeat this scenario many times. 


Last week we visited the city of Bangalore. 
The weather was twenty degrees cooler than here 
and lovely. Since they did not have our drought, 
there was no shortage of water. Flowers and 
trees bloomed profusely. Bangalore has very few 
beggars--a welcome change from the situation in 
Hyderabad. 


A very boring priest bawied out the 
congregation at St. Joseph's Cathedral on Sunday. 
This coupled with the heat almost made me walk 
out of that place. Church is surely not a 
rewarding experience here. Maybe all ! need is 
to find a different church! 


See you in Calgary on the twenty-seventh. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
April 19-to 
June 11,1973 


From My Diary: 


The heat continued--with temperatures of 
one hundred and fifteen degrees Fahrenheit. At 
this time we left for home leave in Canada. We 
made a stop in Geneva, Switzerland, to visit with 
Laurel. In Calgary we saw Leslie. In Lethbridge 
we were delighted to once again see our friends. 
We also enjoyed Los Angeles. With a stop in 
Hawaii, we arrived in Hyderabad on the eleventh 
of June. Our much enjoyed trip was now over. It 
was time to resume our sojourn in India. 


Hyderabad, India 
June 24, 1973 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


Things are about the same here--the round of 
dinner parties continues. Many of these are for 
Margaret and Midge Midgley, who, on Friday, 
will leave India for their home in England. 


| am going to learn to play the sitar. A 
teacher will come to the house. For the present | 
will rent the instrument. If | like the sitar | will 
purchase it. This is one way to learn something 
about this weird sounding Indian music. Perhaps 
it can be a new interest, something to make the 
stay in India a little more interesting. The round 
part of the sitar is made from a ripe pumpkin. 
After the seeds and pulp are removed, the shell is 
dried. The next step is to form the sitar, 
complete with its long arm. Many coats of a 
special varnish provide the color and sheen that 
transforms this pumpkin into a beautiful sitar! 


Speaking of music, the pianos that are here 
were imported from England many years ago. 
Repair parts are difficult to obtain because they 
too come from England. Therefore, serious piano 
students have many problems with these 
instruments. The Indian violin is played with its 
neck held low. The tabla is the size of a small 
tambourine. The Indians play it by slapping 
their palms on the flat surface. The sound is not 
melodious but very rhythmical. | could dance to 
it. 

Hope ail is well with you. Take care. 

Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
July 1, 1973 
Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


Here, this Canadian holiday, dawned dull and 
uninteresting. ! missed not being in Canada to 
celebrate along with other Canadians. We had 
coffee with George Friesen, a team member whose 
family is in Canada. Later we had Chinese Food at 
"The Blue Diamond," a local restaurant. Driving 
around was hot and sticky because of the monsoon 
showers. 


And so ended Dominion Day, 1973. 
Hope you are well. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
July 14, 1973 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


Life goes on in the same manner. Lately, at 
our house, friends have joined us for dinner 
parties and pancake breakfasts. As you can see, 
life hasn't really changed. We are still 
socializing in the only way that seems popular in 
India--the eating way! 


One thing is different. Tomorrow morning | 
will have a new sweeper. Finally, | fired 
Rothama on Friday, something | didn't think | 
would ever do. Her behavior deteriorated until 
one day she screamed and yelled. To silence her | 
was sadly forced to clap my hands and stamp my 
feet. My American friend, Eleanor Freeman, a 
veteran of living years overseas, would not have 
tolerated anything like this. 1, however, was 
slower to act. Thankfully Rothama is gone. 


The monsoon rains are still with us. Because 
of this the weather is a cool eighty degrees 
Fahrenheit. The roses are alive again and 
blooming profusely. The mali has transplanted 
the lawn, thus restoring its fresh green color. 


There have been no English language movies 
worth seeing lately. Our friend Patti Hookins 
came with us to a Hindi movie. She kindly 
explained the plot and then we quite enjoyed it. 
But then, we don't have much choice! 


Hope all is weil. 
Love Mom 


P.S. | might add that movies are big business 
in this country. Everyone from the poor to the 
wealthy is very aware of how their favorite 
movie star lives. Though many of the poor do not 
read, the latest movie advertisements are 
garishly splashed on huge sign boards. Even 
those who are illiterate are able to glean a little 
news from this method of "cinema expertise.” 


Where the poor obtain the two or three 
rupees (one rupee - 14 cents) needed for 
admission is hard to fathom. Suffice it to say 
their desire to attend movies is so great that they 
might sacrifice their food to obtain the price of 
admission. 


Hyderabad, India 


July 14-28, 1973 
From My Diary: 


During these two weeks, Tracy has been 
traveling to parts of India with the All India 
Dryland Team. Many of the Canadians and 
Americans were home on leave at this time. 
Therefore, outside of our Indian friends, there 
were few of the people that we usually associated 
with, 


The days were filled with necessary grocery 
shopping, made even more uninteresting by the 
ever present beggars. A trip to the tailor was an 
almost weekly occurrence. The many trips to the 
tailor were a necessity. There are no western 
ladies “ready-made” clothing shops in Hyderabad. 
And, of course, there was church on Sunday. 


The sun always sets at six o'clock. Night 
descended immediately on the still house. The 
cook served my supper, then went home, locking 
the door as he left. 


This was the time | dreaded. [| was alone. The 
radio and television used the Hindi language so 
were of no use to me. 


As | climbed the stairs to my bedroom, | 
scanned the walls for cockroaches (two and one 
half inches long) or those lizards called ghekos 
(sometimes eight inches long). The ghekos 
crawled on the ceilings. 


| would read in bed, always alert for insects 
that might fall on me. 


Never can | forget the lonely nights of India. 


“MMe 


Hyderabad, India 
August 28, 1973 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


Alta Clarke, Bernice Hay and Marion Flock, 
all from Lethbridge, arrived to visit us. It was 
like having a bit of home for a while. 


One of the favorite spots to show our guests 
is, aS you remember, the Charminar. It is in the 
old city of Hyderabad. Huge stone archways form 
the main entrance. Beyond this there are 
thousands of old shops selling clothing, bedding, 
fabric. The jewelry stores are immensely 
interesting--the owners are hospitable and 


patient. An area called "Bangle Alley", by 
foreigners, displays thousands of bracelets, in all 
colors, in designs to please each taste. The prices 
are very modest, enabling one to quickly own a 
collection of bangles. 


The Muslims have a huge mosque and square, 
Mecca Masjid, in the Charminar. Thousands 
assemble here on Fridays and at the time of 
prayer festivals. Each man kneels on his own 
prayer rug (Muslim ladies are segregated from 
the men). A leader intones the prayer. This is a 
very solemn ceremony. 


| was able to view this worship service by 
mingling with the burka covered Muslim ladies. 
Incidentally, they were very solemn and chose to 
ignore me completely! 


Majit, my driver, qualified for a job with the 
International Crops Research Institute for the 
Semi-Arid Tropics. | had recommended him. He 
was so happy to have work. Majit will be very 
well paid for his art. 


The new driver is called Ahmed, also a young 
Muslim who seems very pleasant and eager to 
please. 


Hope all is well. 


Love Mom 
P.S. "Burka" is a floor length black garment. 
It covers the Muslim women completely. This 
includes most of the face. The eyes are left free. 


Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
September 11, 1973 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


Since we finally received a letter from you, 
we now know you are well, and that you enjoy 
teaching. Laurel writes from Geneva that her 
music studies, although most interesting, will 
not at present elevate her to the status of the 
rich. ‘twas ever thus!! 


Eilene Lunney arrived from Canada to visit 
Russ. She will remain in India for two and one 
half weeks. At the end of this time she and Russ 
will return to Canada. 


The farewell for those returning to their own 
countries usually takes the form of a dinner 
party. An exception was made for the “All India 
Dryland" Team. They staged a surprise four a.m. 


breakfast party for Russ and Eilene. There were 
those who gleefully exploded firecrackers, a 
bugler and a drummer loudly played wild 
sounding music, and some sang. All of this took 
place under Eilene and Russ’ open window!! 


Things settled slowly. When the smoke 
disappeared three cooks served thirty people a 
breakfast of pancakes, bacon, scrambled eggs, 
cinnamon rolls and coffee. 


All returned home at nine a.m.!! 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
September 20, 1973 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


Today we bade farewell to Russ and Eilene, in 
a very spectacular manner! We rented an 
elephant to transport them to the airport! 
Obtaining permission for this feat was difficult. 
We were told that only the Nizam of Hyderabad 
rode an elephant on the street and only at the time 
of a religious festival. 


Russ and Eilene were absolutely flabbergasted 
when they saw the “star attraction" and the many 
people who overran Bill and Doreen's garden. 
While people gathered here they waited for 
Doreen and her servants to serve a hearty lunch. 
Some persuasion was needed to convince Eilene 
and Russ of the immediate need for mounting 
India's pride and joy--the elephant! 


Thus we began the procession to the airport. 
Russ and Eilene, sitting majestically on our 
friendly elephant, led the group. The caravan 
included seven cars, many rickshaws and 
bicycles. Trailing were clusters of pedestrians 
of all ages. Above all the din, there rose the ear 
shattering music played by our Indian band. 


The trail to the airport, a distance of five 
miles, took one hour. En route there was a lot of 
excitement and fun--all destined to create 
memories. 


Leslie, we hope all is well. We miss you and 
look forward to the day when we will again live 
close to you. 


Love Mom 


P.S. Soon after his arrival in Canada, Russ 
Sent a gift of money to Joan and Krishna Reddy. 
This was intended for the poor children of the 


nearby village and was to be used for clothing. 
The children were given food by the organization 
called "CARE." The food was a bright yellow 
cereal and they loved it. The bonus was their 
little cotton panties made from the cloth sacks 
that held the food and for all to see - had the 
letters CARE, in bright blue, printed across the 
back of each garment. 


Joan Reddy and the tailor had made a complete 
new outfit for each child. After the noon meal 
these cute little waifs were helped to remove 
their old rags, then all helped to dress them in 
their brightly colored new finery. All joined 
hands and formed a circle as, in their own 
language, they happily gave thanks for the gifts of 
food and clothing. 


See you soon, Leslie. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
October 8, 1973 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


{ am recuperating from the flu. Both Doreen 
Pelton and ! had this "bug" so we could 
sympathize with one another. 


We have been informed of the arrival, from 
Lethbridge, of Dr. and Mrs. Stan Freyman and 
family. They will have Christmas dinner with 
us. Mr. and Mrs. Barry Rogers arrived 
yesterday. They are from Edmonton. Barry will 
work with the project. We hope to also enjoy 
their company for Christmas dinner. 


Bill and Doreen Pelton have ten more days to 
spend in India. They are excitedly counting the 
days. Both are looking forward to leaving. 


The food shortages are still with us. Butter 
has been unavailable for six weeks. Bill brought 
some from Bangalore. It is nearly gone. There is 
nothing to replace it. 


We are celebrating the Canadian Thanksgiving 
this evening. All members of the Canadian Team 
will be here, save Dad who is away. The 
Stevenson family will also join us. 


Hope all is well. Miss you. 
Love Mom 


P.S. Next morning - The party was a success. 
However, | missed observing this traditional 
feast in Canada, my own country. 


Hyderabad, India 


October 28, 1973 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


Breakfast on this, my birthday, was held at 
the Sarovar Restaurant and hosted by Lakshmi, 
Ramana and their family. The Indian breakfast 
consisted of delicious “pooris" and "dosai." It was 
wonderful to be so affectionately remembered. 


During that afternoon Narcima and his family 
presented me with a very beautiful rose garland. 


Dinner was at Spratts with birthday cake and 
chocolates from Canada. 


The Peltons will leave for Hong Kong--and 
home--tomorrow. In the now well established 
"Dryland Team" tradition we have hired a pipe 
and drum band to send Doreen and Bill off. The 
band will serenade them at their house, and 
partway to the airport. 


1 will miss them both. We arrived here 
together from Canada and it does not seem right 
that they will go and | shall remain here. | am 
more than ready to return to my own country. 


Hope all is well. 


Love Mom 
P.S. Pooris and Dosai are those delicious 
puffy wheatbread buns and rice pancakes that the 
Indians make. You have tasted them. 


Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
November 13,1973 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


Things are going from bad to worse. The 
price of gas for the car is one dollar and seventy 
cents per gallon--to fill the tank for one week's 
driving costs twenty dollars. For some reason, 
best known to themselves, the gas stations have 
declared a ten day strike. Luckily the local gas 
station, because we are their customers, sold us a 
few big containers of gas. These will be used only 
in case of emergency. You should know that gas 
used for our personal car is not our major 
concern. The largest user is the project. There 
has been a legitimate worry that the necessary 


traveling the team must undertake might be 
seriously hampered in the event of a lengthy gas 
shortage. Of course, we still are unable to buy 
butter, flour or milk powder. 


Tomorrow Narcima is commencing driving 
lessons--if the school has enough gas!! Dad and | 
are paying for the lessons. Hopefully this will 
enable him to obtain a job as a driver, thus 
giving him a better income when we leave India. 
Narcima is the most deserving of all the servants. 
It is a pleasure to help him. 


Hope all is well with you, Leslie. 
enjoying your teaching? 


Are you 


Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
December 26, 1973 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! 
you. 


Hope all is well with 


The old year is nearly over--five more days! 


| hope you enjoyed Christmas in Lethbridge 
with our friends, the Ducketts. 


Actually, aside from missing you and Laurel, 
we had an enjoyable Christmas. | picked huge 
roses from our garden. They made a very 
beautiful decoration for the dining room table. 


Midnight Mass at the cathedral was a joyous 
occasion. Colorful lights twinkled from a 
profusion of flowering shrubs. Among the 
thousands of worshipers none were more 
stunning than the Indian ladies. Their 
shimmering silk saris presented a dazzling 
display of the many and unique colors that one 
sees only in India. The women of India walk with 
an inherent dignity and pride. The sari--as no 
other women's apparel--for appearances sake, 
changes a lowly sweeper into a queen. 


Christmas afternoon was a popular time for 
visiting friends. The traditional dinner was at 
our house. Again the highlight of the evening was 
Lingum carrying the flaming pudding, 
accompanied by our voices singing the nostalgic 
hymn, “Silent Night.” 


Hope all is well. 
Love Mom 


SEASONS GREETING 
December 1973 


8.2.350/6, Road No: 3, 
Banjara Hills, 
Hyderabad-500034, 
Andhra Pradesh - India 


Merry Christmas again from India. This is 
our final year here. We will be returning to 
Canada in April. India has been interesting for 
me and for Tracy it has been a challenge. His 
work with the Canadian Dry Land Team has been 
very absorbing and has taken nearly all his time. 
| have had to learn to fill my days with activities 
that are not work - as the servants take care of 
that detail - and that hasn't always been easy. 


This past year has been very trying in many 
aspects. From April until July there was a very 
serious power shortage brought on by the 2 years 
of poor monsoon rains. The use of air 
conditioning was not possible so we were very 
uncomfortable in our homes. We dined by candle 
light nearly every night - this is not at all 
romantic when it is brought on by necessity. Our 
garden nearly all shrivelled up and died because 
of lack of water. It is a depressing gesture when 
one turns on the water taps and only air noises 
appear - "NARY a drop of water save for one hour 
at nite. At that time we stored it for use the next 
day. And all day the poor wandered the streets 
begging for a pot of water. At the public water 
tape, people waited patiently for hours in order 
to get a pot of water. 


Fortunately the monsoon rains came in June 
and were excellent in August, September and 
October - so we have water and power now and all 
seems well. However we have many shortages of 
essential foods. | went a month without being 
able to buy butter and it is still not on the 
market. Milk powder disappeared entirely for 6 
months. | had to resort to buying fresh buffalo 
milk - from a dirty milkman. The milk itself 
had to be boiled 20 minutes - all in all | was 
nearly turned off milk for life. Wheat flour is 
not available. And last week they put up the price 
of Gasoline. Would you believe we pays 1.75 a 
gal., for the stuff - so our car is an expensive 
item indeed. 


We were home on leave last April and May, | 
thoroughly enjoyed every minute. We are now 
looking forward to being in Canada full time once 
again. We will enjoy the clean shopping facilities 
- Clean street and people with clean habits, no 
beggars, Canadian beef - being able to drink the 
water from the tap - and not having to worry 
about servants - they are a mixed blessing 
indeed. 


One thing | will definitely miss about India is 
the "Eternal summer” that exists here. It's great 
to grow flowers all year and to see green trees 
always. And never even to need a Sweater - nor 
rain boots - nor snow boots - has been most 
enjoyable. 


Both Leslie & Laurel are fine. Leslie is 
teaching Junior High in Calgary, Laurel is a 
Professor of Music at the Geneva Conservatory of 
music - and continuing with here own studies. 


We hope you are blessed with good health 
always - may you enjoy a beautiful Christmas 
and may your new year be the best ever. 


See you in '74. 
Tracy & Ann 
Hyderabad, India 
December 30, 1973 
Dear Leslie: 


Hello! How are you? 


On the last day of an eventful year it is fitting 
that | dwell on some of the more unusual aspects 
of life in India. 


The year 1973 had a scarcity of fuel for 
cooking and for operating the personal and 
project cars. Fortunately the monsoon rains 
came in June. Excellent moisture followed in 
August, September and October. We now have 
water and power and all seems well. 


There are, however, many shortages of 
essential foods. Butter was unavailable for a 
month and is still absent from the market 
shelves. Milk powder disappeared entirely for 
six months. | had to resort to buying fresh 
buffalo milk from a dirty milkman. The milk 
itself had to be boiled twenty minutes. | was 
nearly turned off milk for life. Wheat flour, too, 
was unavailable. 


This evening we will welcome in the new year 
at the home of newly arrived Louise and Barry 
Rogers. All of the team members will also be 
present. Celebrating with them will be fun. 


| will think of you tonight and, of course, | 
miss you. 


Hope you are well. Happy New Year. 
Love Mom 





Dr. Bill Pelton - first team leader of the Canadian Dry Land Children of village with their new clothes. The money 
Team. He has befriended a small deer on the farm of needed for this project was donated by Russ Lunney - on 
Krishna Reddy. his return to Canada. 









: ae a pee . oa ln 57 
At the Moharam Day of Atonement, Muslim young men beat Children of the Krishna Reddy village enjoying the “CARE* 


their bare chests with long chains to which sharp knives food. 
are attached. 





” 
. 
Ann and Jean show children's clothing made from the cloth Again the children are feasting on "CARE" tasty lunches. 
sacks that held their food - a gift from the organization Note how they clean their plates and that they don't use 
"CARE", letter on sacks are indelible! Partial person is cutlery - their hands suffice - because this is the Indian 
Krishna Reddy - owner of the farm. custom. 


CHAPTER 4 1974 
GOING HOME 


Hyderabad, India 
January 1, 1974 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! 
Again, Happy New Year! 


New Year's dinner was quiet. We had three 
guests. Originally, | had planned to serve turkey 
bought at the one and only “western” meat shop-- 
"De-Souza's.". But on delivery it was rotten and 
had four instead of two legs! At the last minute | 
bought a roast of pork. None of us are of the 
Muslim faith (they do not eat pork) and quite 
enjoyed the dinner. 


Our date of departure from India is probably 
March 12, 1974. The packers will be here on 
February 6, 1974. 


We still have many shortages. Cooking gas 
has again become scarce. | thought for a while 
our dinner guests for tomorrow night would 
suffice with bananas, in lieu of the luxury of a 
cooked meal. At the last minute, fortunately, a 
red tank of gas--borne on the head of a servant- 
-appeared at the kitchen door!! Only then did we 
know that dinner tomorrow night would be of the 
cooked variety!! 


How are you today? 


Hope all is well. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
February 4, 1974 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


1 have just returned from an outing to the 
Charminar. Today is the Muslim holiday of 
"Moharam." Preceding the events there is always 
a huge parade. An unbelievable scene unfolded as 
men, stripped naked to the waist, proceeded to 
beat themselves with chains. At the tip of these 
were sharp knives. The men's chests were bloody 
and raw--a gory sight. This is done in atonement 
for the atrocities committed against their 
Muslim prophet about 625 A.D. The elephants 
on parade were elaborately costumed in 
embroidered silk. One in particular was guarded 
by soldiers because he carried two large pouches 
containing gold. Of course the camels are always 
Spectacular. Hordes of people completely filled 
the large area of the Charminar. You would not 
believe this unless you had been there with me. 


Hope you are well. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
February 25, 1974 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from Madras! How are you? 


Dad and | are in the city to sell the car. It 
must be sold here, through the “State Trading 
Corporation." 


Madras is really a picturesque city. It is 
situated on the Bay of Bengal. Near its shores are 
large sandy beaches. There are many modern 
stores, making shopping a pleasure. Many food 
items that are unavailable in Hyderabad can be 
bought here. 


Yesterday we drove to a palm tree covered 
beach called Mahalipurum. Along the shoreline 
there were scores of artistically shaped sea 
shells in soft muted colors. Small huts dotted the 
area. A great assortment of these shells were 
being sold from the shops. | spent a happy time 
choosing from these “treasures of the sea." 


We attended a private Mass in the Basilica. 
St. Thomas the Apostle is buried in the crypt 
beneath the church. It is permitted to view the 
embalmed body. One of the saint's fingers is still 
preserved in a solution within a bottle. The Mass 
was in honor of the Prince and Princess of Spain, 
who were present. The band played, the choir 
“bellered", bells chimed, photographers in 
droves shot pictures as the royal couple came 
down the red carpeted aisle. During Mass the 
cameramen took many pictures of the royal 
couple, who were seated alone in front of the 
crypt of St. Thomas. Praying must have been 
difficult for them--they had so many 
interruptions. 


Hope all is well with you, Leslie. 
See you soon. 
Love Mom 


May the road rise to meet you, 

May the wind be always at your back. 

May the sun shine warm upon your face 

The rain fall soft upon your field. 

And until we meet again, 

May the Lord hold you in the palm of His hand. 


An Irish proverb 


Hyderabad, India 
February, 1974 


From My Diary: 


Since we are going home, the time has arrived 
for our friends to stage farewell parties in our 
honor. From January 8th until April 4th we 
enjoyed attending a variety of interesting 
evenings and partaking of delicious meals - made 
all the more memorable with the presence of our 
good friends. 


The day the packers came we had been busy 
with last minute packing since early morning. In 
the midst of this tiring activity--and in the 
heat--the servants arrived with their families. 
They had many garlands of fresh flowers, such as 
roses and jasmine. Certainly we felt very 
humble as these fragrant adornments were placed 
around our necks. In this country it is always 


the poor who sacrifice much to demonstrate their 
affection and respect for their employers. 





Servants say farewell as we retum to Canada. 


1974 - 


We lived in Canada from April 1974 to March 1976. 


Hyderabad, India 
April 5, 1974 


Hurray! Finally we are to leave India! We 
were up at six to be ready for the movers. Our 
neighbors, Mr. & Mrs. Larson, kindly gave us 
breakfast. Louise Rogers of the Dryland Team 
served us lunch. In between we helped the 
packers. At three-thirty we exited the front door 
for the airport. Parked on our street was a bus, 
packed with friends. Louise was the conductor 
bidding us to “hop in--we're off to the airport." 
Simultaneously with that invitation the phone 
rang. lts message was that our plane was five 
hours late. What a let-down!! 


There were many people waiting to garland 
us. We received twelve garlands each, two of 
gorgeous roses. The left-over roses filled a large 
basket! We were moved by the act of love and 
respect signified by the garlanding. 


Next we rode on the bus to the airport, even 
though we were five hours early!! We sang 
merrily with our friends. Many were there to 
bid us farewell. We experienced moments of 
gladness and moments of sadness at this 
termination of a marvelous association with these 
great people. 


The next few hours were made comfortable by 
our good hostesses. After the hot trip to the 
airport and back, we were most appreciative of 
Louise's cold drinks. Eleanor Freeman kindly 
offered one of her lovely bedrooms for our rest. 
Peggy Spratt invited us for a tasty dinner. At 
eight-thirty it was on to the airport. After many 
good-byes we were Delhi and Canada bound. 


And so we bade farewell to Hyderabad. Soon 
we would again greet Canada. We would, of 
course, always have fond memories of our friends 
in India. At that moment, however, returning to 
our homeland was uppermost in our minds. At 
the end, it was appropriate to voice the old saying 
“till we meet again." 


1976 


The time went very 


quickly. Before we quite knew what was happening, the time came for us to 
return to India. Tracy had been asked to act as Team Leader of the "All India" 
Dryland Team. Our stay would be four years, approximately. 


CHAPTER 5 1976 
HELLO TO OLD FRIENDS AND NEW 


New Delhi, India 
March 26, 1976 
Dear Leslie and Laurel: 


Greetings from India! How are you? Well, 
here | am sitting in the beautiful lobby of the 
Oberoi Hotel in New Delhi. When we arrived 
from London yesterday we were very tired. A 
good night's sleep restored our energy. 


We were met at the airport at 6 am. A 
wonderful American couple, Eleanor and Wayne 
Freeman, rose very early to greet us as also did 
our good friend, Ed Spratt. It was exciting to talk 
with them. 


Delhi is overflowing with flowers at this 
time. Roses are in bloom in the lobby. There are 
about 25 bouquets of many colored roses--all 
artistically arranged. Each mass of flowers 
contains three dozen roses. 


Tomorrow we will go down to Hyderabad. It 
will be hot there, but hopefully not as sweltering 
as New Delhi. 


| will write from Hyderabad. All is well. 
Maybe | will enjoy India? 


Hope all is well with you. 
Love Mom 


10-3-311/1 

Masab Tank Road 

Hyderabad, India 

March 27, 1976 
Dear Laurel and Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


Here | am in Hyderabad. Weather-wise it is 
100 F. The marvelous trees of India are in full 
bloom. These “wonders of nature” often grow in 
unsightly spots. Their scarlet or blue flowered 
branches bend low to spread their beauty where 
hone would otherwise exist. 


Everything was ready for us. The bed was 
made. There was food in the ‘fridge. Best of all, 
we have been invited out for all our meals until 
we are settled. How kind and generous are our 
Hyderabad friends! 


4i 


Our former cook, Lingum, is working for 
another family, but is taking time out to help find 
us a cook! He said he would come with a cook at 
12 noon today. At breakfast time a man arrived 
and said Lingum had sent him. | thought Lingum 
had been unable to come and had sent him. We 
hired him. Lingum arrived at 12--with a cook. 
The one we hired was a fraud and a drunkard. 
Couldn't hire Lingum's cook because the wages he 
asked were astronomical! Now Lingum is off to 
find another cook! Cooks are hard to find. 
Lingum is trying to help. It's a riotl 


Hope you are both well. 
Love Mom 


10-3-311/1 

Masab Tank Road 

Hyderabad, India 

April 4, 1976 
Dear Leslie and Laurel: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


Our air freight from Canada has arrived in 
Delhi. Dad has left to clear the parcels through 
customs. 


We are gradually getting settled. The heat 
causes everyone to move a little slower, and more 
time is needed for most chores. 


It is exciting to see so many friends. The 
servants we had during our last stay in 
Hyderabad have all paid us a visit. They are well 
and working hard. 


Cooks are very difficult to locate. | think the 
one that | have employed is a drunkard. If that is 
so, he may not last too long. ‘Til this moment he 
has remained sober. 


Our weather is lovely in the morning, but 
very hot in the afternoon. 


| must leave you now. The driver is waiting to 
drive me downtown to pick up a rug for the dining 
room. There are a lot of things that must be done 
in order to get settled--and so many 


interruptions. 
Will write more later. Hope all is well. 


Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
April 11, 1976 
Dear Leslie and Laurel: 


Greetings from India! It is Easter Sunday in 
India! And you are still sleeping as it is very 
early Sunday morning in Calgary. 


We arose at 3:30 a.m. to watch a sunrise 
Easter service. It took place on a hill in 
Secunderabad, the twin city of Hyderabad. 


The hill had an illuminated cross at its peak 
with colored lights all around. A band played and 
the Anglican church choir sang beautifully. 
When the sunrise came suddenly, as it does in 
India, the glamour of the pageant faded and was 
replaced by the bleak and barren rocks 
Surrounding all. The sun shone hot and bright, 
and at noon we made our way home. Easter had 
touched us. 


Later tonight we are having dinner with a 
couple from Brandon, Manitoba. This is our 
Easter. 


The cook that we have on trial is not a 
success. At the end of the next two weeks | will 
dismiss him. | hate to do this for he is an old 
man. He isn't a bad cook, but he is slow and not 
very clean. His bread is a disaster. He made one 
loaf with a very small amount of flour and a 
whole package of yeast. | told him he should have 
used 6 cups of flour. My idea was that he would 
do this the next time, but not him. He dumped out 
the dough, added three cups of flour and made two 
loaves. Then he had two loaves of heavy 
unleavened bread and he couldn't understand why. 
He decided to make hot cross buns--about 9-- 
but again, not enough flour. It was impossible to 
eat them--they were heavy as lead. Again he 
couldn't understand why. He made a cabbage 
salad, a dish full of salad dressing with a little 
cabbage floating in it! 


On May 15 | am trying out a man who, 
hopefully, will be a good cook. He has worked at 
the Iranian embassy and speaks flawless English. 
This seems too good to be true. | am prepared for 
another letdown. A good cook is a great asset. An 
inefficient one gives you a mammoth headache. 


Hope all is well. 
Love Mom 


10-3-311/1 

Masab Tank Road 

Hyderabad, India 

April 12, 1976 
Dear Leslie and Laurel: 


Greeting from India! How are you? 


While you are enjoying spring, the 
temperature in picturesque Hyderabad is 100 
Fahrenheit. The heat will escalate until the 
arrival of the monsoon rains in June. 


| can see little change in the social patterns- 
-the way they are now and the way they were two 
years ago. The eternal dinner party, often the 
sole method of socializing with the foreign 
community, is always present. An exception to 
this happens in the months of April and May. The 
heat of the summer makes this activity very 
uncomfortable indeed. Swimming is extremely 
popular at this time. Scottish dancing and square 
dancing continue. Those that love the sport do not 
mind if their clothes cling to them, wet with 
perspiration. Ah, indeed, the dance does go on. 


Lakshmi has invited me to her home for a 
demonstration on cooking “ginger chicken.” This 
should be fun. 


It seems hard to believe that next Sunday is 
Easter Sunday. It is still difficult to understand 
the different languages and dialects spoken in St. 
Mary's church. | continue to join my Indian 
friends in worship, in spite of the problems | 
encounter. "God" who sees all, watches over me 
here as He did in Canada. 


The sweeper has picked a bouquet of flowers 
for the dining room table. What a pretty bouquet! 


Bye for now. Keep well. 
Love Mom 


Hyde ‘abad, India 
May 1, 1976 
Dear Leslie and Laurel: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


The month of April is gone and with it some of 
the blistering heat. 


Dad is touring India for 10 days. Friends 
have rallied around me with dinner invitations. | 
loathe eating alone in this strange country. 
Sharing a meal with others is a great way to 
offset loneliness. 


Today there is a large cocktail party to attend. 
It is hosted by 1.C.R.1.S.A.T. (International Crops 
Research in the Semi-Arid Tropics) and will be 
attended by close to five hundred people. Later in 
the evening there is a Muslim wedding reception. 
The wedding was a week ago. 


Lakshmi has recently had one of her books 
published. She said it represented a milestone in 
her life. 


The gardener here knows nothing of 
gardening--he sort of came with the house! But 
the chokidar is really a gardener. What | have to 
do is to switch their jobs! This dumb gardener 
wanted to chop down a banana tree. He knows no 
English and | know no Hindi, and therefore it was 
difficult to convince him to put away the axe and 
spare the treel 


Hope you are both well. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
May 17, 1976 
Dear Leslie and Laurel: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


Did you enjoy the 24th of May holiday? At 
that time | really missed Canada, as | dearly love 
that time of year. 


Yesterday was what you might call an 
"international" day for us. A Hyderabad man had 
visited our friends Rose-Marie and Jean-Claude 
in Paris. They had sent with him a large piece of 
French cheese for us to enjoy. Since cheese is 
almost non-existent here we were thrilled with 
the gift. 


It is still very hot--l05 Fahrenheit. Dad is 
away visiting different research stations and will 
be gone eight days. 


| still have three cooks on hire. The one | 
really want won't be free until June. The 
Canadian family that employs him will return to 
Canada at that time. One of the cooks is working 
for us now, the other one thinks he is going to 
come next week. One will be easy to fire for he is 
a rotten cook--hope to find a job for the second 
one. What a performance | must go through to 
obtain the most valuable of servants--a cook! 


It is very hot in the house now. The 
electricity is off, therefore the ceiling fans are 
not operating. Hope this doesn't last too long. The 


power is on and off a lot in this summer's heat. 
Night comes early in this part of the world. 
Usually we dress by candlelight for evenings out, 
and dine by candlelight for evenings inf 
Definitely, after so many power failures, it is 
not romantic to either dress with the aid of a 
flickering candle or to have our evening meal in 
the presence of drippy colorless tapers. 


Hope you are both well. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
June 5, 1976 
Dear Leslie and Laurel: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


So, spring has arrived at your house-- 
complete with rhubarb! Wish | was there. 


The weather here is a lot cooler. The monsoon 
winds have arrived. The rain should follow. 
Thank heavens. Those daytime temperatures of 
110 Fahrenheit were indeed terrible. 


This has been a busy week. The Spratt family 
is returning home to Canada. There are farewell 
dinners for this popular family every night of 
this week. Departure date for Peggy and Ed 
Spratt and their three daughters is tomorrow. 
For this occasion | have arranged for a Muslim 
bag-pipe band to serenade them during their 
dinner hour. Afterwards the band will play very 
loudly, as only bag-pipes can, while marching in 
front of the Spratt car, part way to the airport. 
It should be fun. 


| finally have my cook problem solved. 
Moorthy, whom we have known for 5 years, and 
who worked for the Spratts, will begin work 
Monday morning. Only one cook that | have 
employed deserves a recommendation. He will 
have the names of two women who need cooks. 
Each cook will receive a month’s wages. 


| have decided to take piano lessons while | am 
here. There is a piano being delivered this 
afternoon. As per the custom here it will arrive 
on the heads of coolies, of course! These men are 
hard working and almost slaves. 


Glad everything is all right for you two. 
Love Mom and Dad 


P.S. When | first saw a piano being 
transported on the heads of coolies, | couldn't 
believe my eyes. Six burly fellows attired in 
white loin cloths and shirts, and with the piano 
resting on small cloth pads placed on their heads, 
walked nine miles to our house. As _ they 
maneuvered the piano around corners and 
upstairs, they would toss it here and there. All 
movements were prefaced by a gutteral-sounding 
chant that emitted from these hard working men. 
Since it was a hot day, they were bathed in very 
odorous sweat. What a performance! 


Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
June 13, 1976 
Dear Leslie and Laurel: 


Greetings from Indial 


Dad left on a tour of northern India. He will 
be gone ten days. One of the areas he had to visit 
had a temperature of 110 Fahrenheit. He will be 
happy to see Hyderabad again, where the 
temperature is now in the low 90's 
(Fahrenheit). 


One thing different about my new cook, 
Moorthy, is that he has two wives. He is a Hindu 
and should only have one. Moorthy has three 
children by one wife and one by the other. | don't 
know how he manages financially. Apparently the 
wives do not fight and are like sisters. | don't 
know about an arrangement like this--it must 
have many perils. 


Lakshmi and Ramana and their family had tea 
with me yesterday. The kids are all grown up and 
very handsome. 


| served them a cake from a Canadian cake 
mix. When | showed Lakshmi the mix she was 
quite impressed. You see there are no cake mixes 
in India, and even if there were, she could not 
bake one as she, like the majority of Indian 
ladies, does not own an oven. Cooking is done 
mostly on two burner kerosene stoves. The poor 
use open fires fueled by “dung.” 


Hope all is well. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
July 20, 1976 
Dear Leslie and Laurel: 


How are you? Greetings from India where it 
is pouring rain. It has been raining night and day 
for three days. It is sad to see all the poor people 
getting soaked--they don't have sweaters or 
jackets. | must have warm jackets made for our 
servants. 


Strange things happen here. An American 
man recently converted to the Islamic faith. His 
wife refused to convert, therefore he divorced 
her. A Muslim need only say "I divorce thee," 
three times and the divorce is final. Next he 
married a Muslim lady. His first wife and four 
daughters returned to the United States. He will 
lose his job with a foreign aid project. 


The project is going slowly, but it is moving. 
Dad is anxiously awaiting new Canadian and 
indian staff. 


Dad has ordered a new car from Australia. In 
about three months it will arrive. 


Hope all is well. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
July 30, 1976 
Dear Leslie and Laurel: 


Greetings from India! How are you? All is 
well here--in a dull sort of way. 


You know, the chokidar really doesn't know 
much. He lives in a little hut at the back of the 
yard. One day he bought one egg for his supper. 
He asked the cook to help him. He couldn't break 
open the egg--said it would fall all over the 
floor. The cook broke the egg and fried it for him. 


At this moment a beggar came to the front 
door, a widow with one child. She told the cook 
she had seen me in church and followed me to see 
where | lived. There is no doubt--you can't 
escape the beggars. They are all over. 


We used to give the servants a cup of tea and 
two slices of bread in the morning. We have 
added a fried egg and some Indian cheese, so they 
will have more protein. | hope all this “caring” 
is worthwhile. 


| hope you are both well. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
August 2, 1976 
Dear Leslie and Laurel: 


Greetings from India! Hello! How are you? 


The monsoon rains have really arrived. The 
rain is pelting straight down and half of the 
people on the streets are always wet. Apparently 
last year it rained day and night for two weeks. 


Last night, in church, there was an 
announcement that someone had stolen last 
Sunday's collection basket. The thief hid it 
somewhere in the church where the priests found 
it, That fellow must have been a very surprised 
thief. 


We went out for Chinese food after church. It 
is different from what we have in Canada--but 
very good. 


Our gardener wears a turban made of about 
five yards of fabric, the same as in a sari. He 
twists it around his head. It becomes a knapsack 
when needed, for instance when he moves around 
litle plants. Today he dropped it over his 
shoulders to protect him from the rain. He does 
obtain a lot of use from this turban --"cum" 
sack--"cum" rain cape. 


The same gardener has planted 17 rose 
bushes. He tells me he knows all about roses. 
Dare | hope that we may have these exquisite 
flowers this year? Of course, the Indian 
servants always answer "yes" when asked if they 
are able to do something. We will wait and see 
how knowledgeable he is. 


The gate was left open today. The goats came 
into the yard and ate the zinnias--just the 
flowers--which of course is the most important 
part of the plant! 


Even though it is Sunday the cook is here. He 
works on Sunday if Dad is away. Right how he is 
Sitting on the floor listening to the radio. There 
is a program in his Telegu language. 


Last Friday | went to a musical evening of 
Telegu songs and dances organized by Lakshmi. | 
Stayed for 2 hours. It was all in Indian, 
therefore | could understand little of it. 


Lunch is ready, so I'll say good-bye. Hope all 
is well. 


Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
September 2, 1976 
Dear Leslie and Laurel: 


Greetings from India! How are you both? 
Sure do miss you during this Canadian Labor Day 
weekend. 


Friends came in for dinner on Friday and last 
night we had dinner with an American couple. 
The dinner party and the odd show are the most 
popular form of entertainment--quiet but 
enjoyable. When we are home, which is quite 
often, we enjoy reading in bed. Luckily books in 
the English language are available in the book 
stores. 


A few days later. 


Lakshmi and | went to Holy Mary Church 
where they were celebrating the biggest feast in 
their church year, the birthday of the Blessed 
Virgin Mary. People came from far and near to 
see the statue. I've never seen such a mob. The 
parish workers removed the pews from the 
church. They roped off the statue area to prevent 
the throng from damaging it. In the huge 
courtyard people were busy selling toys and 
trinkets and food. It resembled a fair and | was 
thoroughly disgusted. Lakshmi said the Hindu 
temples were also similarly crowded on special 
feast days. 


| have been going to the dentist. He was ready 
to fill my teeth when the power went off. There 
was nothing left to do but make an appointment 
for a future date. The electricity is very erratic 
in this country. 


| hope you are both well and having fun along 
with your work. 


Love Mom and Dad 


P.S. | also miss the Canadian autumn weather 
that we enjoyed at this time of year. 


We are having Thanksgiving dinner with five 
other Canadians who are here with various 
projects. Since turkey is rarely available we 
will have chicken. 


We went to Bombay last week and drove home 
our new car. There were no beggars that we 
could see--a pleasant change from the hordes 
that there are in Hyderabad. Both New Delhi and 
Bombay have had campaigns to eradicate beggars. 


We wrote for hotel reservations for 
Christmas in Goa. Lakshmi and Ramana have 
asked to go along with us--that will be fun. 


This Friday is Diwalli--the festival of lights. 
The whole town will be decorated with thousands 
of tiny lights. The oldest and the most broken 
down building at night will become a fairy-like 
sight. Almost all houses, stores, parliament 
buildings, and offices are a dazzling sight at this 
time of year. In particular one admires the 
devotion of the Indians in placing small oil lamps 
on the graves of the dead, transforming this 
sacred area into a brilliant display--for all to 
admire. Fire crackers and Diwalli are 
synonymous. There is a very loud, noisy sound 
that accompanies the explosion of these pretty 
but dangerous fireworks. Excluding these 
hazards Diwalli is a fun time. 


Miss you. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
October 24, 1976 
Dear Leslie and Laurel: 


Greetings from India! Recently the Muslims 
celebrated Ramadan, a big festival that compares 
to our Easter. For the last thirty days they have 
abstained from eating between sundown to sunup. 
Twice through the night sirens sounded, calling 
them to prayer. They also prayed during the day. 
They deserved their celebrations. 


While | was in Bangalore the cook and the 
chokidar had a dreadful fight over a mutual 
girlfriend--both were drunk. Friends of ours 
were called to settle the mess. When | arrived, 
Moorthy was waiting in the yard, looking very 
sorry. 1 told him how disgusted | was with him, 
when | had trusted him and placed him in charge. 
| asked Moorthy if he could now get along with the 
chokidar. He told me that salt and fire don't mix!! 
| hate to give Dad this mess to settle when he 
arrives home. This escapade is too much for me. 


Thank you both for my birthday cards, they 
were pretty. Cards here are not as decorative, 
nor do they have such well written verses. 


Lakshmi and Ramana took me to a Muslim 
palace for a wedding dinner. According to the 
Muslim custom the ladies and men eat in separate 


quarters. Lakshmi and | sat on the floor to eat in 
the company of 400 women. All were lavishly 
attired in beautiful saris. They wore a lot of 
jewelry. Some of the earrings fanned back across 
the head for maybe 8 inches. We Westerners 
couldn't wear them but the Indian ladies could and 
also managed to look quite regal. 


Hope all is well. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
December 1, 1976 
Dear Leslie and Laurel: 


Greetings from Indial 
well here. 


How are you? All is 


A new Canadian couple is arriving to join the 
Canadian Dryland Team. 1! am busy getting their 
house ready for them. That involves hanging 
clean curtains, making a clean bed for them, 
putting some food in the fridge. The servants will 
do the work but | must organize it for them. | 
just hope the lady can cope with India. We will 
help her as much as we can. 


We received your Christmas parcel with 
thanks. It had been opened in Bombay and the 
paper and ribbons were torn off. But at least | 
received it. My birthday present never did 
arrive. 


| saw a strange thing at a reception. An 
American man, one of the honored guests, arrived 
dressed in a suit and vest completely made of 
black lizard skin. The outfit shone with a 
repulsive appearance. The Master of Ceremonies 
was speechless as to how to address this "vision" 
and kept repeating, "Well, don't you look 
splendid,” until he regained his composure. 


We sure will miss you both at Christmas--it 
is awful to be so many miles apart. Only hope we 
can get through the busy phone lines so that we 
can hear your voices. 


Hope all is well. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
December 13, 1976 
Dear Leslie and Laurel: 


Greetings from India! How are your 
Christmas preparations progressing? 


My cook, Moorthy, often goes overboard with 
his intentions to help. We had a screen door that 
wouldn't close properly and we had been trying to 
find a carpenter who might fix it. When the 
carpenter was slow in coming Moorthy lost 
patience and said he could do it. When | arrived 
home at noon he had the door off the hinges and 
was busy sawing a piece from the bottom. The 
door sticks worse than ever and now he has gone 
to “catch” a carpenter! 


Guess what? The customs people in Bombay 
did not eat the Christmas cake that Eilene Lunney 
sent. It arrived today and it wasn’t even opened. 
Had they opened it they certainly would have 
eaten it. 


At noon the order of the "Little Sisters of the 
Poor" who operate a "Home for the Aged" called 
for their monthly donations. They are not funded 
by the government so must beg from door to door. 
In this manner they can buy necessary food items 
such as oil and flour. 


One of the Sisters mentioned that the past 
month had been a struggle to make ends meet and 
to feed the hospital patients. |! asked, "How did 
you manage, Sister?" She replied, "The poor 
helped us.” | said "How can that be? The poor 
have nothing. How are they able to share with 
you their small mite?" Sister then told me that 
in the nearby village, a plate would be passed 
from hut to hut. The Home owner would take one 
vegetable from whatever kind that would be added 
to their daily curry, and place it on the plate. 
When all homes had contributed, the plate was 
taken to the kitchen door of the hospital. Sister 
explained that with that donation from the poor 
and whatever the convent had, there would be 
enough curry for all! ! felt amazed and truly 
humble to hear of this deed of love and sharing. 


Moorthy is back and says he has "caught" a 
carpenter who will come at 5 ! 


Hope all is well. 


Miss you, especially with 
Christmas nearly here. 


Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, Ind 
December 14, 1976 
Dear Lestie and Laurel: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


| went to Doreen and Bill Pelton's former 
house, and placed some groceries in the ‘fridge 
for the new people who will arrive on Thursday. 
The house looks lovely and there are roses 
blooming in the garden. 


| went grocery shopping for cherries, 
raisins, etc. to make Christmas cookies and 
pudding. Moorthy and | will bake tomorrow. 
That | will enjoy. 


There is a blind beggar who sits outside our 
yard. He sleeps on the ground. He told Moorthy 
that he was cold and could "Madam" give him an 
old sweater. Today | bought him a sweater, which 
Moorthy and | will give him tomorrow. 


We certainly started the morning with a 
“roar.” At seven o'clock a 10 piece band with 
drums and horns started their very loud music in 
the yard next door. Our bedroom window faces 
this yard and was wide open. The sound was 
deafening. They played for one hour and then 
marched away. Nobody seemed to know what they 
were celebrating. Very queer, but certainly a 
sure way to wake up! 


Hope you are well. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
December 17, 1976 
Dear Leslie and Laurel: 


Greetings from India! Your Christmas has 
come and gone by now. | am sure you had a happy 
time with your friends. We are looking forward 
to our phone call to you on our Christmas day. 


The lights are on the tree outside the front 
door, the Christmas carols are being played on 
the record player--it seems like Christmas. 
Because you are not with us during this happy 
season, Christmas is also a little sad. In other 
words, this is not one of the better Yuletide 
holidays that | have enjoyed. 


Mrs. Surti, my piano teacher, asked me to 
save my old Christmas cards and then give them 
to her. She, in turn, will give them to the 
novitiates in a local convent. They remove the 
writing, thus making them like new again. The 


Sisters then send them to Southern India to be 
sold. They also collect old liquor bottles, paint 
them, and convert them into lamps. Nothing is 
wasted in this country. 


Tonight we had ten dinner guests, eight 
Canadian and two Australian. Moorthy served 
Indian food and all enjoyed it. 


May God bless you both. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
December 29, 1976 
Dear Leslie and Laurel: 


Greetings from Indial How are you? 


We have just returned from our Christmas 
holiday in Pangim, Goa. There are many beautiful 
churches and beaches in this interesting part of 
the world. The Portuguese people who colonized 
Goa and area, left much of their own history and 
their Catholic religion for the Indian inhabitants. 


We went to Midnight Mass on Christmas Eve, 
at "Star of the Sea" Church. It was tiny and set on 
a hill overlooking the ocean. The floor in it was 
of packed dirt. The children who led parts of the 
service walked barefoot. The music was very 
familiar and consisted of scratchy old Bing 
Crosby Christmas records. They could not have 
been appreciated more by these two Crosby fans! 
At the time of consecration, fire crackers outside 
announced the solemn moment. The Nativity 
scene was unveiled at midnight. Children read 
parts of the Christmas story. After Mass the 
people, led by the children, presented their 
offerings to the Christ Child. 


in the small foyer, the people, who did not 
know us, wished us a friendly and happy "Merry 
Christmas, Madam" and "Merry Christmas, Sir." 


Neither did the priest know us but he served 
us cake and wine from his one room rectory. 


What a wonderful Christmas Eve! 


We saw the Church of “Bon Jesu” where the 
body of St. Francis Xavier lies. It has not been 
embalmed and is still preserved. 


There were many Hindu temples. 


The sunsets on the ocean were very 
spectacular. We watched the sun disappear into 
the ocean. It took 2 minutes to drop, once it 
started sinking. 





The hotel served delicious turkey for 


Christmas dinner. 


Your gifts to us arrived safely. The blouse 
fits. Dad loves his portfolio, and the calendar 
now hangs near the phone. Many thanks. 


We will not have a party, or go to one on New 
Year's Eve. We plan a quiet evening at home. We 
will entertain the Canadians for New Year's 
dinner. 


On this note we will wish you a Happy New 
Year, Leslie and Laurel. May all go well with you. 


Love Mom and Dad 


Lakshmi, Ann, Ramana at Aguada Beach, Goa Christmas 
1976. 
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Hyderabad, India 
January 9, 1977 


Dear Leslie: 
Greetings from India! How are you? | am 
alone for a few days while Dad is away. | feel 


really lonely at times like this. There doesn't 
seem to be as much to do this time in India. | 
seem to have seen everything, therefore there is 
no sight seeing to look forward to. Many of the 
friends that lived here five years ago are now 
back in their own countries. | miss their 
friendship. To sum up these thoughts | would say 
that | don't enjoy India as | did a few years ago. 


The wire that you sent to tell us that Laurel is 
on her way to California to continue her studies 
was good news indeed. A hurdle she will take 
when looking for a place to live is being accepted 
as a renter--with two dogs sharing the new 
home. 


The Hindus just celebrated another festival. 
All the young people spent the day flying kites. 
The sky was absolutely filled with these 
beautifully colored works of art. Sometimes 
accidenis occur. Children and older youths chase 
their kites in front of cars or off roof tops. 
Generally though, this is a fun day for all. 


Hoping to hear from you soon--hope you are 
well. 


Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
January 23, 1977 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? Things 
are quiet in Hyderabad. Since the Christmas 
festivities there have been fewer parties. 


Republic Day occurs on the 26th of this 
month. The biggest celebration is in New Delhi. 
As yet | have not attended, but understand it is a 
very spectacular showing of the military 
personnel and the machinery of war. 


Dr. Krishna Moorthy has been awarded the 
Norman Borloug award. He has been chosen as 


India's most outstanding agriculturist. The 
presentation will be in New Delhi and Dad and | 
are looking forward to being present. 


Tonight Narcima, who was our gardener a few 
years ago, came to call. His family was with him. 
While we were away at Christmas he had come to 
visit us and had brought roses. Narcima and 
family looked well. It was great to see these fine 
young people. 


Hope all is well, Leslie. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
February 27, 1977 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? Hope all 
is well. 


The weather has become quite hot. Before we 
take our home leave, in either May or June, we 
will experience a lot more of this sweltering 
heat. 


We went to a special Indian dinner last night. 
It was typical of the state that we live in. White 
sheets were spread on the grass, under the 
beautiful Indian stars. The meal was served on 
banana leaves. | didn't really like the food, but 
I'll say it was interesting! 


Lakshmi and Ramana's daughter Sheila and 
her friends received the guests at the dinner. 
Each had her hair in a long braid, completely 
covered with roses or marigolds. Sheila had pink 
roses. The flowers were sewn onto the hair, 
which reached to the bottom of their backs. Each 
girl was beautiful in her own way. We were 
privileged to witness this typical custom of the 
state of Andrah Pradesh. 


Tonight there is an outdoor show depicting the 
history of this area. 


And so day by day we are getting a little closer 
to the time when we will visit you. 


Bye now. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
March 6, 1977 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! 
you are well. 


How are you? Hope 


Dad has given some thought to our trip home. 
He says we can leave India early in May and 
return about the middle of June. We are really 
looking forward to seeing you in Calgary and 
Laurel in Los Angeles. 


We attended a lovely cocktail party last night. 
Large numbers of people were gathered to bid 
farewell to the popular director of a large "aid" 
organization. He was accepting another position 
in the United States, after a very successful term 
in Hyderabad. About 10,000 small colored lights 
completely covered one side of the very large 
house. The bushes and trees sparkled with 
masses of lights. The party was outside under the 
moon and stars. What a marvelous way to stage a 
party. !In Canada at this time of year any thought 
of an outdoor party would have to wait until the 
snow disappeared, and summer reappeared. 


That evening we also went to a birthday party 
that was staged outside. 


Remember Vijay? Her youngest daughter 
Deepa had her 10th birthday yesterday. We were 
all invited for supper (all the Dryland Team and 
families that is). Moorthy made her a chocolate 
birthday cake which we all enjoyed. 


Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
March 20, 1977 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? All is 
well here, even though it is a hot 99°F. 


Dr. Ed Andrews arrives in Hyderabad on 
Tuesday. As he is only here for two days we will 
have a dinner party at our house on the first 
night. The second night will be very much like a 
progressive dinner party. At 6 p.m. the Dryland 
Team will attend a cocktail party at the home of 
Dr. Krishna Moorthy. At 7 p.m. there will follow 
another cocktail party at the home of Dr. 
Choudhury. Dinner will be at 8 p.m. at the Dick 


Dryden home. The evening will close with 
dessert being served by Betty and Frank Calder. 


The cook is making bread, and it is not one of 
his specialties. The bread on the market is of 
poor quality, so we are happy to have Moorthy's 
bread. | look forward to the wonderful bread that 
we will soon enjoy in Canada. 


| went to a baby's party yesterday. The 
Hindus celebrate the baby's 21st day. Indian 
babies are very tiny. This one weighed 6 lbs. He 
wore a tiny gold ring, a gift of the parents, who 
cannot wait to adorn their offspring with gold. As 
the grandfather held the child he observed "A 
baby is a miracle--one that God alone can 
understand.” 


Miss you, Leslie. 


Love Mom and Dad 
P.S. Tomorrow night a pianist from Germany 
will give a concert. On Wednesday a jazz 
orchestra will perform. 


Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
April 10, 1977 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from !ndia! How are you? We are 
wondering how you are spending the Easter 
holidays. 


All the Easter services in the local Catholic 
Church were held outside. On Thursday the 
church remained open until midnight. We 
stopped in for a visit at 10 p.m. and there were 
so many people praying. Easter Sunday was a 
joyous event--all the people were happy. 


For Easter dinner tonight we will have the 
company of the two other Canadian couples who 
are in Hyderabad. | am sure we will be glad of 
their presence. 


To be continued in New Delhi 


Greetings from the Ashoka Hotel in New Delhi. 
We arrived from Hyderabad this morning. Betty 
Calder came with us. Her husband is away so she 
thought New Delhi was better than being alone. 


New Dethi has had a phenomenal amount of 
rain and there has been a lot of flooding. The 
villages on the outskirts have had rain several 
feet deep and this has carried away the huts of 


these unfortunate people. It has stopped raining 
now, and the floods should recede. At the peak 
of the flood the city of New Delhi itself was 
affected. Many of the shops suffered water 
damage. 


We came to New Delhi to welcome a Canadian 
family who is arriving from Swift Current, 
Saskatchewan, Jean Ann and Wally Nickolaichuk 
and their three small children. They arrive at 3 
a.m. and Dad and | are going to the airport to meet 
them. 


We had planned to see that marvelous outdoor 
show “Light and Sound" at the Red Fort. 
Unfortunately it is canceled until September 
because of the fear of more rain. Instead we took 
Betty shopping at the Tibetan market, Shankars 
market for brass and at that classy Rajesthan 
Emporium for jewelry, ivory and wool--always 
a fun thing to do! 


Au revoir from New Delhi! Hope you are well. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
May 15, 1977 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? We soon 
will be leaving Hyderabad for our home leave in 
Canada. It will be great to see you at the Calgary 
airport on June 4th at 12:05 noon. This date is a 
Saturday, therefore we hope you can meet us. 


Mrs. Eleanor Freeman of Kathmandu Nepal 
has just left after spending eleven days with us. 
She lived in Hyderabad at one time. There were 
many things to reminisce about, over many cups 
of tea. 


We went to the best Chinese food restaurant 
in Hyderabad, the Nanking. They serve the food of 
Northern China and it is quite delicious. One 
thing to note, their air conditioning unit was so 
cold that we were uncomfortable. When your dad 
and | left into the very hot outdoors, the contrast 
in temperatures was great indeed. A happy 
medium would be desirable. 


My driver has accepted a job in Saudi Arabia. 
| will need to find someone to take his place. He 
is a fine person and | am sorry to lose him. | 
hope he can improve his status in life with a 
much higher paying job in Saudi Arabia. 


See you very soon. 
Love Mom and Dad 


51 


Hyderabad, India 
July 10, 1977 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! We are back in 
Hyderabad after a great home leave in Canada. 
Thank you for spending so much time with us in 
Calgary and Banff. This visit to scenic Banff 
confirmed my belief that this mountain resort is 
one of the most beautiful places in the world. 


While we were away our servants behaved 
themselves. That was a surprise and a blessing! 
When they can't be trusted to tend things around 
the house and in the compound, | wonder at the 
advisability of hiring them at all. 


Dick and Kathleen Dryden of the All India 
Dryland Team are returning to Canada to live. 
There are many farewells for them in the form of 
dinner and cocktail parties. 


There was a badly needed rainfall last night. 
it was most welcome for the monsoon rains did 
not arrive in June. The gardener moved our 17 
potted rose bushes to the swimming pool side of 
the house. Hopefully they will get more sun 
there. It is their last chance. If they don't bloom, 
out they go! 


Hope your new teaching job is to your liking. 
Miss you. 


Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
July 24, 1977 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you today? 


The weather here has been rainy; we need the 
moisture. However, it could have waited a while 
to rain last night. We staged a farewell party for 
Dick and Kathleen Dryden, who are returning to 
Canada. A pipe band was to play in the yard. At 
that moment the heavens opened and the 
musicians ran into the verandah for cover. From 
there the Drydens and guests were serenaded by 
the happy but deafening sounds of this very wet 
group. As a finale they noisily accompanied us to 
the airport--our last farewell to the Drydens. 


As you see, there is no end to the dinner 
parties. Tonight we bade adieu to these great 
friends. Tomorrow a family of six from 
Winnipeg will join the All India Dryland group. 
Again the hand of friendship will be offered at a 


dinner party. These functions give the new- 
comers welcome to a new country and to new 
friends. 


Our dining room floor was covered with roses 
last night. The servants and their friends placed 
garland upon garland of roses and jasmine around 
the necks of Dick and Kathleen. Many petals fell 
to the floor. 


Hope you are well. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
July 31, 1977 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How is your new home 
in Lundbreck? 


| have booked a telephone cali to you for 
Sunday morning -- your time. We hope our luck 
will be better than it was last Sunday. After a 
three hour wait with no sign of our call having 
reached you, we gave up. These attempts at 
phoning transoceanic are often fruitless and 
disappointing. When the call goes right through 
and one hears the voice of a loved one, it is indeed 
a thrill. But one is always mindful of the 
excellence of the Canadian telephone systems and 
the hope of getting back to it as soon as feasible. 


The Bob Hamilton family arrived from Canada 
last night. The family consists of Edna and Bob 
Hamilton, 13 year old twin girls named Natalie 
and Wendy. The youngest member of the family 
is seven year old Fiona. They are having dinner 
with us tomorrow evening. 


The gardener has been away for a couple of 
days. Rumor has it that he is on a big drunk. | 
hope he soon sobers up and comes to work. 
Luckily the weather is rainy so the garden isn't 
suffering! 


A reporter from the Calgary Herald is 
arriving to spend a week with us. He is 
interviewing members of the Dryland Project. 
His wife will accompany him. 


Today is another Hindu festival, Roki. Hindu 
friends come to our door and tie pretty paper 
bracelets around our wrists. They then say that 
we are now their sisters or brothers. It is a 
pretty custom that is built around love. 


Hope you are well. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
August 21, 1977 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


The Nickolaichuk family of Swift Current, 
Saskatchewan, is gradually becoming accustomed 
to Hyderabad. When we arrived with them from 
New Delhi last Tuesday, a contingent of six 
Canadian children, their arms loaded with flower 
garlands, greeted the three Nickolaichuk 
youngsters with the traditional Indian welcome. 
At either the arrival or departure of friends, 
relatives or business acquaintances, one or many 
beautiful flower scented long garlands are 
respectfully placed around the receivers neck--a 
lovely custom indeed. 


The Indian government has_ informally 
approved Dad staying another two years with the 
project. We will be here another two years. 
Because Dad is extremely wrapped up in this 
project, I'll go along with him. | hope | can keep 
myself occupied. 


There isn't much more to tell--things are 
quiet. 


Hope all is well in your new home in 
Lundbreck. 


Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
September 1, 1977 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? Are you 
enjoying your life in Lundbreck? From the 
descriptions | have heard it is a pretty little 
prairie town. 


Last Friday was the Muslim feast of Ramadan. 
The men gathered at their mosques by the tens of 
thousands to kneel on their little prayer mats and 
offer thanks to Allah. Afterwards they visited in 
each other's houses and ate a dessert consisting of 
milk and dried fruits. Our landlord is a Muslim. 
We were invited to his home and enjoyed a dish of 
this delicacy. 


All of the Canadians in the Dryland Project, 
plus their nine children had a party last night. 
There was music and dancing--the children aged 


5-12 years danced too. It was hectic but good fun 
especially for the children. Staying up a little 
later than usual was an extra bonus for them. 


One of the American ladies living here is 
having a birthday today. Her husband is away. To 
keep her occupied people have arranged things 
for her to do all day. Breakfast was at our house, 
coffee time at another home, lunch and afternoon 
tea with other friends. We will all meet later at 
a restaurant for dinner. She will remember this 
birthday. 


We miss you Leslie. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
September 25, 1977 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you enjoying 
living in the little town of Lundbreck? Is 
teaching any different than it was in Calgary? 


In spite of the unseasonal heat, the garden 
looks lovely. This yard has many huge tropical 
trees. Nestled among them is a large gold fish 
pond. Lotus flowers float on its surface while 
colorful fish dart in and out. The swimming pool 
at the back of the house has many potted red 
geraniums around the area--also very large 
cedar, palm and fruit trees. The rose garden | am 
trying to establish is none too healthy, possibly 
because the gardener knows very little about 
roses. 


The swimming pool is really popular with the 
Canadian families. One day they all came, 
comprising eight adults and nine children all in 
the pool. Usually | invite one family at a time. 
After a swim of one hour they have ravenous 
appetites. They do full justice to the dinner that 
follows. 


Today we are invited to a surprise birthday 
party for a retired Indian army brigadier. 
There will be singing around the piano. You 
would love their antique piano. It has built-in 
candelabra on each end, near where the music 
sits, and is indeed a very elegant musical 
instrument. 


Bye now, Leslie. Hope you are well 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
October 2, 1977 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! By the time you 
receive this your Thanksgiving will have come 
and gone. In spite of the fact that Laurel is in 
California and we are in India, |! hope you 
celebrated your holiday with friends and that you 
had fun. | certainly wish | could have been with 
you. 


Lakshmi has written a book on "Friendship" 
and has dedicated one page to me. | am flattered. 
Your name is also mentioned. 


Next Sunday is the Canadian Thanksgiving. 
The Canadian team and their families will be here 
for dinner. There are nine children. They love to 
have an hour's swim before dinner. 


Providing a Thanksgiving theme for this 
meaningful holiday was difficult. Orange 
marigolds were readily available. The Indian 
pumpkin is colorless and has very rough skin. | 
thought it would improve with an application of 
wax and a vigorous shine. The cook told the 
sweeper to do this. She broke into uncontrollable 
laughter. When she realized that | was serious 
she polished and buffed until the pumpkin looked 
beautiful. 


The Canadian Embassy in New Delhi imported 
turkeys for us. Therefore, we enjoyed this 
traditional holiday bird in far away India. 


Dad will be in New Delhi soon. He and an 
Indian scientist, Mr. Yadava are studying the 
architect's plans for a building complex to be 
constructed in Hyderabad. It includes offices, 
labs, an auditorium and library. All this will be 
an addition to the project. 


Next week the Hindu people celebrate another 
festival, Dussehra. The gardener has gone mad 
for this holiday and wants two weeks off work. | 
am tired of this demanding fellow. If | fire him, | 
may get someone worse! 


Bye now, Leslie. Hope you are well. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
November 7, 1977 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! 
Lundbreck? 


What a nice birthday card | received from 
you--many thanks. Considering that Dad was out 
of town and my two daughters were in two 
different countries, | had a good birthday. | was 
invited to Lakshmi and Ramana’s house. Their 
grown-up children sang “Happy Birthday" to me, 
accompanied on the mouth organ and guitar. 


How is your life in 


| saw Lingum at a Halloween party and he said 
“Happy Birthday, Madam--397!!" 


We are sending you and Laurel Christmas 
cheques via Ben Dyck who is visiting from Swift 
Current, Saskatchewan. He will mail them to you 
in Canada. The mail in India is not always 
reliable. Being able to use the Canadian Post 
Office will ensure safe delivery of your gift. 


Television is coming to Hyderabad! We will 
not be buying a set because most of the languages 
spoken will be Indian--with very little English. 
We would not understand much of it. | am sorry 
about that; maybe T.V. would provide some much 
needed entertainment. 


| have a new gardener--hope he will be 
better than the one | let go! 


Hope you are well, Leslie. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
November 14, 1977 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! 
Christmas preparations? 


How are your 


1 hope to talk to you on the phone tonight-- 
and also Laurel. 


{ have joined a choir. We are singing the 
"Messiah" for Christmas. Some of the Indian men 
and women have powerful voices and it is a thrill 
to sing with them. 


My sweeper has a very sick baby, therefore she 
has not been at work for a week. The cook has 
been doing her work for her. Soon ! must get a 
replacement for her. Of course, | will continue 


to pay my former servant until the baby Is well. 
Poor thing, she spends all day and all night at the 
hospital and sleeps on the floor beside the crib. 
The baby is in a coma. [Conditions in Indian 
Government Hospitals, such as the one referred 
to above, are quite appalling. They accommodate 
an overflow of patients. Cleanliness is a matter 
of doing as little as possible. Food for the 
patients is a family matter. It is not dispersed in 
sterile dishes that are carried on trays to each 
individual patient, as food is in Canada. The 
family brings the rice, curry and chappattis and 
a small kerosene stove. The food is cooked on this 
stove, which sits on the floor next to the bed. All 
this is a tremendous effort. Often they walk a 
long distance with the food. What wonderful love 
is shown to the patient when the mother or other 
relatives sleep fitfully all night on the floor 
nearby.] 


This morning the driver drove me to Mass. 
After that he took me to see his home and to meet 
his wife and two small sons. They live in one 
room with a porch for a kitchen. At one side of 
the room was a bed. Many sleep on the floor and 
may never own such a luxury as this. A clothes 
closet, a baby's crib and surprisingly, a sewing 


machine, furnished this home. A _ bonus, 
everything was so clean! 
Hope you are well, Leslie. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
December !, 1977 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! St is the first day of 
December, the month that brings us Christmas. | 
would be more excited if | knew we could have a 
family celebration of this joyful season. 


Last week one of the Canadian tadies visited 
the American community in New Delhi. She 
couldn't resist the gorgeous frozen turkeys and 
carried two home on the plane. When she went 
through the “security check” the Indian officials, 
who had never seen frozen turkeys, couldn't 
understand why they were so cold. They insisted 
on X-raying them to make sure there wasn't a 
knife inside them. This will be the first time we 
will have eaten an X-rayed turkey! 


While you are in Los Angeles observing 
Christmas with Laurel, you may need our 
telephone number, 37097 Hyderabad, India. 


Since the reception on the Indian side is, as you 
know, very poor--your effort could be futile. 
All | can do is wish you luck and hope an 
emergency call is not needed. Incidentally the 
time difference is twelve hours. 


The world famous evangelist, Billy Graham, 
is in town today. It would be grand to hear him-- 
hope we are able to go. 


You probably have heard reports of the floods 
and cyclones that have ravaged the coast of Andhra 
Pradesh and Tamil Nadu. This severest tidal wave 
in over 100 years brought waves that inundated 
over | million acres of crop land. Many villages 
have been washed away. The toll in lives and 
crops is not yet fully known. The dead bodies are 
being gathered from the ocean. Many relief 
camps have been established. Poor India, she 
faces catastrophes every year. Death, 
destruction, and famine stalk her land. 


Hope all is well, Leslie. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
December 4, 1977 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! When you receive this 
it will be almost Christmas. You will be in Los 
Angeles with Laurel. 


Our Christmas tree is a potted Norfolk pine. 
Tomorrow the driver and the cook will decorate 
it With Christmas records playing, it almost 
seems like Christmas. 


The job of cleaning up after the cyclone and 
tidal wave that ravaged the coast of Andhra 
Pradesh is continuing. Complete villages were 
swept away. The people that are left have lost 
everything. Help is being sent to them via 
donations and government help. Countries from 
all over the world have sent money. Canada, 
apparently, had a coast to coast campaign to raise 
money for these destitute people. Food from India 
is being sent to the refugees, therefore there are 
shortages of bread and milk powder at home. 
Necessary food items are being sent to the Middle 
East to help feed the Muslims from India who 
have gone there to work. For instance, goats are 
being sent. Goat meat is expensive when 
available. 


We had a dinner party last night. Lakshmi, 
husband Ramana and daughter Sheila were here 


Sheila is now 19 and beautiful. According to the 
Hindu custom about marriage, the parents are at 
present searching for a suitable husband for her. 
Sheila prefers to work for a while. She doesn't 
want to marry. | am sure she will succumb to 
the wishes of her parents. 


Hope all is well. Merry Christmas. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
December 27, 1977 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! By the time you 
receive this you will be home in Canada. Your 
wonderful holidays will be a memory. | am sure 
you had fun during this time. 


Last night we tried until midnight to phone 
Laurel and you. It was the eve of Boxing Day, and 
apparently all lines were busy. We will keep 
trying until we reach you. 


We went to Midnight Mass on Christmas Eve. 
The outdoor service was held under huge colorful 
tents. Tropical flowers were around us and gave 
out their heavy perfume. The Indian ladies looked 
splendid in their silk saris, their long black hair 
braided with jasmine and roses. As we drove 
home at the end of Mass, a large bright Indian 
moon followed us. What a beautiful night! 


On Christmas morning we had a leisurely 
breakfast--Moorthy served the baking he had 
learned from my recipes. Ramana and Lakshmi 
joined us. After lunch we visited Maya Jaiven- 
throu and were served some "plum cake." 
Christmas dinner was held at team members Jean 
Ann and Walter Nicholaichuk's home--a real 
feast with turkey and all the trimmings. 
Afterward we watched some loud and colorful 
fireworks. 


Our Christmas Day was much better than | 
had anticipated. However, there is no substitute 
for family during these festive days--l missed 
you and Laurel. 


Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
December 30, 1977 
From My Diary: 


The year 1977 will soon be gone, leaving a 
host of memories--some pleasant, some sad--all 
unforgettable. 


Our friends, Lakshmi and Ramana had a tall, 
round, majestic coconut palm tree in their front 
garden. It formed a serene background that 
seemed to invite relaxed conversation. To this 
day, | miss that wonder of nature. 


Many friendships were made this past year. 
When one is a stranger in another land it is 
indeed fortunate to find “kindred spirits" who 
willingly extend their welcoming hand. The 
Indian people and those of other Western, Asiatic 
and European countries enriched our fives by 
their warm hospitality. 


The plight of the "children of the streets" is 
sad and pitiful. Many have no parents. They 
wander the streets, clothed in rags, and are 
forced to beg for their food. Adults in this same 
position receive our pity and help. The children, 
however, tug at your heart strings, and in our 
compassion we ask why? 


As 1 write this twelve years later, the 
Toronto newspaper, “The Globe and Mail" carried 
this article on July 1, 1989. [ Child Slaves in 
Asia "Exiles of Civilization" New Delhi: More 
than seven million children work as slaves in 
South Asia. Delegates to a conference on child 
servitude said yesterday that some of them are 
kidnaped and branded into bondage to live a life 
worse than animals. "Children between the age of 
6 and 12 have been kidnapped and taken to the 
carpet industry," said Swami Agnivesh, who 
heads the Bonded Labor Liberation Front, the 
Indian group that organized the five-day meeting 
in New Delhi. "They have scars from being 
branded with red hot irons," Mr. Agnivesh told 
the conference, which included delegates from 
India, Bangladesh, Pakistan, Nepal and Sri Lanka. 
Mr. Agnivesh said international aid organizations 
believe there are at least 75 million children 
working under the age of 14 in South Asia and 
about 10 per cent are in bondage. 


P.N. Bhagwati, former chief justice of India, 
called them "non-beings, exiles of civilization, 
living a life worse than that of animals.” 
"Animals at least are free to roam about as they 
like or can plunder or grab food when they are 
hungry," he said. Children freed from bondage 
also attended the meeting. "Generations of 


families are sometimes bonded to an employer to 
pay off a debt that keeps growing as interest 
compounds," group member Kailash Satyrarthi 
said. “These poor people cannot get out of the 
vicious circle of indebtedness for generations and 
generations,” he said. "The children belonging to 
bonded laborers are born slaves," Mr. Satyarthi 
said. “Millions of such enslaved children have no 
recognition either as child laborers or bonded 
laborers." “It is in-built in the system that they 
have to work for their (parents’) master without 
any wages." India abolished the bonded labor 
system in 1976, but Mr. Bhagwati said the law 
does not adequately cover "indebtedness and other 
economic compulsions." More than 100,000 
child slaves work in the carpet-weaving industry 
alone, one of India's big foreign exchange 
earners.] 


After so many years the situation is still 
unbelievably horrible. | only hope and pray that 
Mr. Agnivesh and his Bonded Labor Liberation 
Front, with their humanitarian feelings, can ease 
and miraculously abolish the nightmare that has 
befallen our children of Asia. 


Ann 
India 1972 
DARK AGES EXIST FOR CHILDREN 
New Delhi. 


These are the Dark Ages for millions of 
children in Southern Asia who eat slop, sleep in 
hovels, and work in dim, airless factories. They 
are slaves--illiterate, intimidated and 
ruthlessly exploited. 


Uma Shankun, 12, weaves exquisite Persian 
carpets for western buyers in the northern 
Indian state of Uttar Pradesh. His mother and 
sisters are working in the factory to help pay off 
the family's $30 loan, taken after his father died. 


Uma said they tried to escape once, but were 
beaten. 


Eleven-year-old Chinta, from India's Tamil 
Nadu state, rides a company bus to a matchstick 
factory before dawn and makes the equivalent of 
40 cents for a 10-hour shift. 


"Some of the children have the breathing 
sickness and eye disease because of the 
chemicals,” she said. 


More than 20 million children in southern 
Asia are in "chains of servitude" and millions of 
others are working in conditions similar to 
slavery, a recent conference on child servitude 
concluded. 


Most of them are outcasts or untouchables, 
tribal or religious minorities. 


Parents, desperate for cash to feed and clothe 
their families, borrow money from middlemen or 
employers and then surrender their children to 
work for a pittance until the loan is repaid. 


Too often, the interest soars upward and the 
child grows up yoked to the debt, sometimes 
passing it on to his children. 


The cheap labor that developing countries tout 
to lure foreign investment is often a child's, 
human rights campaigner Krishna lyer told the 
conference. 


Forcing people to work to pay off a debt is 
illegal in India and other countries in southern 
Asia. But the laws are hard to enforce, especially 
when local officials are paid to look the other 
way, the experts said. 


The problem is worst in India, where 40 
percent of the population of 800 million live 
below the poverty line. 


Children aged six to 12 work 10-hour days 
for less than a dollar. If they are working in 
bondage, half or more is deducted--if they are 
paid at all. 


About 20 children rescued from such bondage 
told chilling tales to the 80 delegates from India, 
Pakistan, Bangladesh and Nepal. 


Ashi Malik, 11, from a village near Lahore, 
Pakistan, has been working in a brick kiln for 
the past six years. His father took out a $1,000 
loan to pay for his sister's marriage dowry. The 
loan has since grown to $1,200, even though half 
the family's wages are deducted. 


"The loan keeps getting bigger every day,” he 
said. “If we try to leave, either the police come 
or they tie us up and beat us with sticks and lock 
us up for the night." 


_ May those who care about the plight of the 
children of Asia find the necessary means to 
liberate these innocent victims. 


Ann 





Literacy House (Andhra Mahila Sabha) Hyderabad. Built 
with Canadian Aid. 





Far right Mr. George - Canadian High Commissioner - Ann - 
Ethel Wannop - Alex Banga. Mr. George explains a point 
while awaiting the arrival of Mrs. Ghandi. 





Indira Ghandi at the official opening of the Andrha Mahila 
Sabha- to her right the director of this literary house. Mr. 
George seems the only one sporting a smile!! 

P.S. Nurses in white form a background 





bat er 
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Canadian children in our swimming pool. 








Delivering "The Goods” via the majestic camel. Natural rock formations on the road to Bellary. 
Did you know that camels bite hard - | imagine that would 
be - if you can get near enough to them!! 





Planking plowed soil near Chandigargh. Rajasthan women at work. 


CHAPTER 7 1978 
LIFE CONTINUES IN INDIA 


Hyderabad, India 
January 7, 1978 
Dear Lesiie: 


Happy New Year from India. | hope you had a 
great time welcoming in the new 1978. 


We celebrated at the Secunderabad Club, a 
private club in the twin city of Secunderabad. | 
would guess that there were 6,000 festive lights 
gaily decorating the trees and = shrubs 
surrounding the building. With a large full moon 
above and stars twinkling in the night sky we 
were transported to a fairy land. The theme for 
the evening was the usual cocktail party--100 
guests mingled, reminiscing about the old year 
and wondering what would be in store in 1978. 


Janine Andrews and Larry Anderson are 
visiting from Canada. They are enjoying touring 
Hyderabad. 


After the traditional new year's dinner we 
will celebrate Dad's birthday, January 2nd. That 
closes the season's activities. 


Again, thank you for the lovely Christmas 
gifts. They made our Christmas. 


Hope all is well, Leslie. | am sure you will be 
busy with teaching. Make room for a little fun 
too! 


Love, Mom and Dad 


P.S. | went to New Delhi with Mrs. Freeman, 
an American friend in Hyderabad, for the purpose 
of viewing the big Republic Day Parade. First, 
there was a show of Indian war weapons--huge 
guns, tanks, etc. There were floats depicting the 
economy of the various states. There was much 
folk dancing--colorful and beautifully executed. 
After a rousing national anthem, hundreds of pink 
and green balloons were released--a festive 
touch to this historic day! 


Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
February 13, 1978 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you doing 
during this month of February? 


Dad was pleased to hear that he had been 
nominated to receive a sterling silver medal-- 
issued in honor of Queen Elizabeth's 25th 
anniversary. 


We are glad you are enjoying your teaching in 
Lundbreck. Since Easter is early this year--in 
March--you will look forward to the holidays of 
that season. 


The "All India” exhibition is here. It covers a 
vast area; hundreds of outdoor shops display 
goods from all over India. Lakshmi and her 
daughter Sheila want me to accompany them to 
the Kashmir stall. There they hope to buy a 
warm fur coat for Sheila. When Sheila marries 
she will live in Chicago and will need winter 
clothing. | hope we find a warm coat which is 
also stylish. 


This week, all five of the women from the 
Canadian project are busy entertaining Dr. 
Andrews and three visiting Canadians. We will be 
hosting a coffee party, a breakfast and dinner. 
The conversation at these affairs is usually 
dominated by the men. Sometimes we ladies have 
to almost fight for the right to express an 
opinion. Sometimes we must settle for a suitable 
word clearly interjected here and there! Most of 
the problems of the Canadian Dryland Project are 
either solved or resolved during these social 
affairs. 


On this subject | will note that dinner parties 
and the like often are very difficult to stage. 
Different foods such as milk powder, butter and 
flour become non-existent. During the hot 
summer months of March, April and May the 
markets have a very poor selection of fruits and 
vegetables. The exception with fruit is the 
absolutely scrumptious mango. Since of late we 
have had access to the American Commissary in 
New Delhi, we can import a few groceries. 
Shipping costs to Hyderabad are quite high, 
therefore a little discretion is needed when 
writing an order. 


Our worst worry is the shortage of tanks of 
gas for cooking. Often, at the staging of one of 
these “necessary” dinner parties, we don't know 
if there will be sufficient gas to finish the 
cooking. Having a spare cylinder is a luxury we 
do not enjoy. 


Are you well? We hope that the flu has stayed 
away from you. 


Love Mom and Dad 

P.S. In retrospect, many were the nere- 
racking times | had with the tanks of gas. The gas 
carriers (men) thrived on what they claimed to 
be legitimate bribing. Since there was no other 
way to obtain necessary cooking fuel, | gladly 
parted with all the rupees these crooks asked 
forl{, Foolish and a little unscrupulous, you say? 


No doubt, but we housewives, through dire 
necessity learned very quickly that if food was to 
be cooked in the house, we must put scruples 
aside. 


| might say my cooks all had connections with 
the gas company personnel. How they concocted 
the "rupees" bribe between them | didn't ever 
know. When the gas arrived | said nothing and 
dutifully paid the legal amount plus "tip". With 
this tank came peace of mind--until the next 
shortagel 


Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
April 1, 1978 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? Did you 
enjoy your Easter holidays? 


We are having a torrid heat wave with 
temperatures of 103°F or higher. Whatever 
shopping or other necessary chores that have to 
be done, must be attended to in the morning. At 
that time it is relatively cool. During the 
afternoon the peak of the heat leaves us 
sweltering and we stay indoors. There is only one 
air conditioner and that is in the bedroom, 
making an afternoon nap bearable. Because of the 
high cost of electricity, it is not feasible to air 
condition all of the house. 


Dad is going to Calcutta, Bhubaneswar and 
other spots. | am going with him. Bhubaneswar 
has many Hindu temples. | have always wondered 
about Calcutta. There is both terrible poverty 
and great wealth in that city. Shopping would be 
fun, but since we will only be there from 
Saturday evening to Sunday afternoon, time for 
this activity will be very short. A must will be 
to see one of Mother Theresa's hospitals. 


We are having a rabies epidemic. A dog owner 
has allowed the rabies shots for his dog to elapse. 
Suddenly the dog died of rabies. People who 
visited that home before this death were given a 
series of 14 injections, in their stomachs. 
Indian serum was used--a painful experience. 
Later, they were given some American serum 
which did not produce the horrible side effects of 
the first. At the American boarding school in 
Kodai Kanal (500 miles from here) 150 
children were injected for rabies. 


We are really looking forward to coming 
home to Canada in the spring. After all this time, 
it will be wonderful to talk to and see you--and 
of course Laurel also. 


Love Mom and Dad 


P.S. This is just an insight into the problem 
with dogs in Hyderabad. We were told before 
coming to India that dogs and rabies posed a real 
threat to our health. We were very cautious 
about being near one of these poor, unfortunate, 
mangy, hungry animals. Sometimes they roamed 
in groups. it was safest to ride in a car-- 
especially at night. The Indian people themselves 
were very afraid of dogs. | shared this fear with 
them. 


Hyderabad, India 
April 9, 1978 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! Are you still enjoying 
your life in Lundbreck? I'll bet the countryside 
is alive with wildflowers now that it is spring. 


Yesterday Moorthy, the cook, was sick. | had 
invited company for dinner and our old cook, 
Lingum, came to help. It was like old times once 
again, as we shared many a laugh. When it was 
time to go home, | asked him if he had a light on 
his bike. His reply was that he didn't need one, as 
he had “God's light"--in other words, moonlight. 


Moorthy was sick because he worked too hard 
at his brother's wedding feast. He prepared the 
food for about 200 guests--all done in a village 
where there is no electricity, gas or running 
water. In spite of these handicaps, he cooked 
three huge caldrons of rice and vegetable curry, 
all over an open fire. 


He set a small table with a clean cloth and 
dishes brought from our house. This was our 
private spot. We enjoyed a meat curry which 
Moorthy had prepared especially for us. 
Certainly this was a night to remember. 


We will see you soon. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
April 18, 1978 
Dear Lestlie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


As for us we have had a terrible week here. 
The problem was sparked by the incident of a 
policeman who raped an Indian woman and then 
shot her husband. He died and a crowd of 2,000 
stormed one police station. Groups quickly 
formed throughout the city. They threw rocks, 
barricaded roads, burned several city buses, 
mail boxes, railway cars. Fourteen people were 
shot. The army was called in to patrol the 
streets. A curfew was imposed for 52 hours. 
Nobody was allowed on the streets. In the early 
morning people could shop for food--only for two 
hours. We had a riot in front of our gate. Our 
house is situated next to a bus intersection, and a 
lot of people pass to and from the bus. At one 
point about 40 policemen came down the road, 
pointing their guns into the mob. The people ran 
away quickly. What a frightening experience! 


Now they have called for a work stoppage. It 
may not be safe to take the car out tomorrow. 


Hopefully all should be quiet soon. 


Take care. 
Love Mom and Dad 
Hyderabad, India 
May 5, 1978 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! Our big news is the 
heat. The temperatures fluctuate from highs of 
40°C and upward. The June monsoons will indeed 
be welcome. 


This morning, at precisely 9:06, | attended a 
Hindu wedding. That time was declared by the 
astrologers as being the best for the bride and 
groom to marry. Indian people make use of this 
Study of the stars to help with many of their 
decisions--whether it be in business ventures 
or, as in this case, to successfully launch a 
marriage. 


We will be home just before July |. That will 
be great. 
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Lakshmi and Ramana's daughter Sheila will be 
married in October--will tell you more of that 
happy event later. 


In spite of this uncomfortable weather some 
people are still hosting dinner parties. Of course 
we attend, if we are invited, but you have no idea 
how "un-fun” like it is to sit at the dinner table 
almost bathed in perspiration, and to barely 
make small talk. Evenings like this are long 
indeed and cannot be termed “entertainment.” 
But there are few other things to do in May, so | 
shouldn't complain because my friend invites me 
to dinner! 


See you soon, Les. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
June 10, 1978 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! We will arrive in 
Calgary on June 28 and that starts our month's 
holiday. Won't that be fun? 


An American lady has broken her leg and is 
hospitalized. The hospital supplies medical 
treatment, while the family must bring her 
meals, fresh clothing, bedding and a family 
member must bathe her. This is a vast change 
from the hospitals in North America, where the 
patient is given complete care. 


Last night Lakshmi and Ramana came to our 
house. They told us excitedly that their daughter 
Sheila was now engaged. A native of Hyderabad, 
the prospective groom studied in Chicago to 
become an industrial engineer. He came back 
home to find a bride. He interviewed about one 
dozen parents of eligible girls and didn't like any 
of their daughters’ pictures. A friend showed him 
Sheila's picture. Then he spoke to the parents, 
spoke to Sheila and she agreed to marry him. All 
this happened in three days. After the 
engagement party which takes place tomorrow, 
Ashok (future groom's name) leaves for Chicago. 
In July he will return for the wedding. After 
Sheila obtains her passport she will join him in 
Chicago. Sheila hardly knows him, but this is the 
way many arranged Indian marriages occur. 
Ashok did talk to Sheila alone and the caring 
parents were in the next room. 


See you soon. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
August 27, 1978 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! We are back in 
Hyderabad after a great trip to Canada and the 
United States. The most wonderful part of all was 
seeing you and Laurel. 


While at Mass this morning, | learned of the 
preparations for the celebration of the annual 
feast day, the birthday of The Blessed Virgin 
Mary that will take place on September 8. At 
this time the church and the very spacious yards 
are overflowing with throngs of people. A 
carnival atmosphere is ever present. Carts and 
small rooms--three walls  only--are 
overflowing with souvenirs and children's 
clothing. Bands give forth with very loud and 
un-churchlike music. Indeed this religious 
festival is deemed a great success, not only for 
the number of people that attend but for the 
devotion shown by most. 


The only news at present is that the 
"Hyderabad dinner party" is now gaining 
momentum. With the heat behind us for another 
year, we will especially look forward to the 
company of good friends. Without them, 
Hyderabad would be dull indeed. 


Hope all is well, Leslie. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
October 1, 1978 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! We are enjoying the 
beautiful month of October--the trees are green 
and will remain so all year. In Canada at this 
time our autumn scenery is a riot of color: 
browns, oranges and reds. This | miss. 


The week has been interesting, and right now 
India tooks a lot better to me. 


On Sunday our former cook, Lingum and his 
"memsahib," came to visit (term of respect used 
by Indian people towards foreigners). Her name 
is Millie Green and she hails from North 
Carolina, U.S.A. The problem with Millie is that 
she can't understand his Hindi-English (English 
mixed with Hindu)--and she hopes that | can! 


Lingum sat on the floor, cross-legged, and 
beat his brow as he cried, “again trouble is 
attacking me." "Trouble" is a physical problem 
for Lingum. Continuing with his tale of woe he 
said he had consulted with the astrologer before 
attempting to solve the problem. Since the stars 
were “down"--not in the right orbit--he stayed 
in the house for two days waiting for the stars to 
assume their proper place. The problem 
concerns Lingum's 24 year old son, who is in the 
army, and who took a 16 year old girl of a 
different caste and “spoiled” her. This might 
mean anything from touching her arm to the 
unlikely possibility that he may have raped her. 
The girl's parents were hounding Lingum to move 
quickly towards the marriage of his son to their 
daughter. When he tried to visit his son, Lingum 
was beaten by relatives of the young girl. Millie 
has sent a body guard with him on two successive 
Sundays. We will see how he manages today 
(Sunday). Poor Lingum. His problem is real, but 
his narration of the events that would probably, 
in time, bless him with a daughter-in-law, is a 
gem indeed. 


Hope all is well, Leslie. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
October 10, 1978 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from Indial How are you? The 
most interesting part of this week occurred on 
Friday. It was an unbelievable night which | 
shall never forget. 


His Exalted Highness the Nizam of Hyderabad 
invited us to attend his birthday party. The 
guests included about 200 Indian Nawabs and 
their Begums (wives). The foreigners were Dad 
and !, Jean and Ernie Nunn, Americans from 
Alabama, their grown sons and friends, also two 
Australians. As we approached the palace we 
were met by armed guards. They escorted us to 
where a huge and brightly designed Shamiana 
(colorful tent) had been erected. It had open 
sides. The ground was covered with Persian 
carpets. 


The Nizam, wearing his regal attire, enhanced 
by a splendid sword which he wore at his side, 
greeted us. We gave him a simple birthday card. 
This had been suggested as a gift because he was a 


very rich man, for whom lavish presents were 
unnecessary. There was a splendid guard of 
honor. The Nizam was garlanded with beautiful 
flowers while an orchestra sat at his feet and 
made music for him. Arab tribals danced. They 
cut the air with their flashing swords while they 
leaped and ran with lightning speed. We were 
served a magnificent dinner at low tables. The 
Nizam chatted with us about his one million acre 
ranch in Australia. (A guard with a loaded 
pistol--on a chair nearby--stood at attention). 


The evening ended as we stood in line to bid 
farewell to His Exalted Highness, the Nizam of 
Hyderabad. What a night! 


Hope all is well. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
October 18, 1978 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you today? As 
for me, | find this idle life not very rewarding in 
itself. | don't find that managing the house and 
servants--and being a hostess for social 
functions--brings me any sense. of 
accomplishment whatever. | suppose the 
enjoyment of meeting new people is a bonus that | 
fall heir to. This | enjoy. 


With October comes the memories of the 
yellow, red and brown foliage that transform the 
trees and shrubs into a glorious riot of color. 
Thanksgiving is a nostalgic family celebration. 
Halloween is a masquerade party for children and 
adults. In India this time is crowded with Hindu 
festivals. This week the Harvest Festival 
Dussehra was celebrated. The city was 
overflowing with happy people wearing their fine 
new clothes. Beautiful Indian women wore 
Stunning saris and all had orange marigolds in 
their long, braided, black hair. Many strolled 
around the new temple situated near the Ritz 
Hotel. Before sunset a rainbow of light trans- 
formed the silk and pure gold of the ladies' saris 
into a scene from the court of King Midas. What a 
fantastic place this India is. 


This week there was a small party for Sheila, 
who will soon be married. We were asked not to 
bring gifts, but flowers were welcomed. As is the 
Indian custom for social gatherings, the loveliest 
flower of the garden is given as a token of love. | 


& 


brought a large crimson colored Hibiscus, which 
Sheila set in the center of the floor. We sat on 
the floor in a circle around Sheila. For about one 
hour we talked with her and delighted in her 
charming acceptance of the future and the very 
elaborate and beautiful wedding. Amongst about 
500 guests she and Ashok would be the center of 
attention--not an easy task. Lakshmi served 
coffee and our privileged visit was finished. 


Hope you are well, Leslie. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
October 25, 1978 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! All is well here. | hope 
your life is also proceeding satisfactorily and 
that you are your usual happy self. 


Today was Sheila's wedding day. Our driver, 
Mohammed, left early to escort the bridal party. 
Lakshmi had asked for the loan of our car and 
driver. | had asked the tailor to make Mohammed 
a gold colored suit to match the color of our car. 
He certainly was a handsome chauffeur. 


The wedding took place in a palace. Dad and! 
followed the relatives in order of precedence for 
all ceremonies. Sheila was beautiful in a red silk 
sari embroidered in gold. Ashok wore the 
traditional white bridegroom garment, adorned 
with many flowers, as was his bride. After the 
marriage ceremonies, a delicious banquet was 
served. This concluded a wonderful day. 


In a few days Ashok returned to his job in 
Detroit. Sheila remained home for six months, 
while she obtained the documents needed for a 
transfer of countries. 


Bye now, Leslie. 
Love Mom and Dad 


THE HINDU VEDIC MARRIAGE CEREMONY 


1. Ganesh Poojan - Every auspicious oc- 
casion begins with an invocation to the Lord 
Ganesh. Parents of the bride offer their prayers 
to ensure an impediment free ceremony and the 
marriage itself free from all hardships, evils, 
and obstacles. 


2. Dwaarachaar (Milni) - The bride's par- 
ents and relatives welcome and greet the groom's 
parents and relatives. 


3. Var Poojan - The Var Poojan consists of 
ritual offering to the groom who is considered to 
be the representative of Lord Shiva and blessed 
with divine spark on that special day. 


4.  Jaimala and Jyoti Ceremony - The bride 
enters the wedding hall with Jaimala (flower 
garland) and Jyoti (lighted lamp) and escorted by 
her attendants. The bride and groom exchange 
Jaimala to signify that they have chosen each 
other to be their partners in life. Jyoti 
symbolizes the “light" the bride will bring into 
her new home. 


5. Muhurt and Granthtbandhan - Initially a 
veil is drawn between the bride and groom, 
preventing them from seeing each other till the 
auspicious moment (Muharat) arrives. This step 
is followed by Granthibandhan. The edges of the 
outer garments of the bride and the groom are 
tied together symbolizing their inseparableness. 


6. Kanya Daan - The offer of a daughter in 
marriage ts considered to be the greatest of all 
the gifts one can make. The father offers his 
daughter to the groom and says, "I give my 
daughter to you in marriage with my blessings. | 
pray that the Almighty may guide you both in the 
righteous path and may He help you to uphold 
Dharma and Truth." 


7. Mangal Sutra Ceremony - The groom ties 
around the neck of the bride a sacred thread 
(mangal sutra). The three knots of the mangal 
sutra represent the blessings of the divine 
trinity (Brahma, Vishnu, and Mahesh). The first 
two knots are tied by the groom symbolizing the 
bride's inseparable attachment to the groom and 
his family. The third knot is tied by the groom's 
sister and suggests the bride's responsibilities 
toward the groom's ancestors and the community 
at large. 


8.  Bicchia (Metti) Ceremony - The groom 
makes a ritual offering of silver rings to the 
bride and puts them on her second toes. 


9.  Parikrama and Shilarohan - This cer- 
emony consists of the bride and groom around the 
sacred fire (Agni)--symbolizing light and 
power--seven times to express their agreement 
to follow each other in their married life. This is 
followed by Shilarohan Ceremony in which the 
brother of the bride requests her to place her 
foot on a piece of rock and recites a hymn that 
inspires her to be strong like a rock so as to 
resist the hardships of life. 


10. Sapta-Padi Sapta-Padi consists of the 
bride and groom taking seven steps together. The 
groom recites hymns invoking Lord Vishnu's 
blessings. Then the groom places sindoor on the 
bride's forehead and parting of the hair 
welcoming her as his life partner. The bride 
then is blessed by seven married women. 


11. Rice Ceremony - This is the playful and 
joyous ceremony in which the bride and the 
groom throw rice on each other. Rice stands as a 
symbol of prosperity for the bride and groom. 


12. Ashirvaad - The guests and relatives join 
the priest and the parents in showering blessings 
and wishing good luck, prosperity, and a long and 
happy married life. SAPTAPADI PRAYER TO 
LORD VISHNU BY THE GROOM “Having taken seven 
steps with me, become my friend. May we two, 
who have taken together these seven steps become 
companions. May | have your friendship and may 
1 not be separated from your friendship, nor you 
from mine. With utmost love to each other, 
gaining Juster (by each other's association), with 
mutually amicable minds, enjoying together 
and taking our resolves together; may our 
minds be united, of the same thoughts and of the 
same vows. ! am the Rik(text), you are the 
Saman (tune). | am the Saman, you are the Rik. | 
am Heaven, you are Earth. | am the seed, you are 
the bearer. | am the thought, you are the word. 
May we attain prosperity and progeny. Come 
with me, O lady of pleasing words!" 


Hyderabad, India 
December 1, 1978 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? | am 
fine now. For a month | suffered from sore 
throat, fever and a cough. After much consulting 
with the doctor and taking prescribed 
medications--to no avail--] discovered that the 
drug “sulfa” was in all the medicines | had used. 
In Canada sulfa is banned. |! am extremely 
allergic to it. Certainly ! didn't realize my 
medication contained sulfa. In India all drugs are 
allowed on the market. About two weeks after a 
change of medicine, | was well again. 


i had a Christmas party today. Thirty-two 
friends came and it was fun. Moorthy baked 
Christmas wreaths, cookies and date squares. 
Some of the ladies went swimming as it was a 
beautiful sunny day. The decorations | had placed 
around the dining room and front room put us in a 
festive mood. 


We will arrive in Calgary on December 17 
and must leave on January 3. 


| am teaching English and singing to David, 
the gardener, and Mohammed, the driver. We 
have a ball. Moorthy cannot read nor write and 
wants to be taught alone. 


See you soon. 
Love Mom and Dad 





our living room on the night the engagement was announced. 








Wedding car en route to marriage palace. The band is a 
custom. 





Marriage palace. 





Ashok, the groom arrives (in white turban). Sheila carrying prestigious coconut for ceremony, Lakshmi 
is beside her. 





Guests at Palace talking with Ramana. Ashok and Sheila with many relatives. 


CHAPTER 8 1979 
KEEPING OCCUPIED -- AT ALL COSTS 


Hyderabad, India 
January 11, 1979 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? Our 
return trip from Canada was very tiring. There 
were heavy snow storms in Europe, delaying our 
travel and stranding people. DeGaule airport in 
Paris was a mess. People from all over the world 
waited for weather conditions to improve. 
Garbage was in evidence because the attendants 
could not handle the large amounts produced by 
the crowds. 


We are grateful for the gift of Christmas cake 
that Eilene Lunney gave us. Sometimes |! was 
more generous than necessary as friends and 
acquaintances enjoyed this marvelous treat. 


Another holiday for the Hindus! Today they 
celebrate by flying kites all over the streets. 
Children and adults are gazing skyward as they 
manoeuvre their paper toys. Many fly them from 
house tops and have been known to walk off the 
roof while pursuing their kites. All through the 
city and villages the trees and telephone wires 
are littered with marooned kites. 


An interesting visitor arrived for tea this 
week. He was Father Rosary from the church we 
attend--he wore a long white robe and was 
pedaling a bicycle. Two teenaged boys rode with 
him. This most unusual priest and his friends 
breezed in--talked up a storm--had tea and cake 
and then cycled down the road to their next stop. 


Last night a city bus caught fire--a short 
way down the street from our house. No sabotage 
was suspected. The bus exploded and the flames 
shot high in the air. Our guard slept through it 
all. Some help he is--during any type of crisis. 


At present there are many strikes and 
protests in Hyderabad. Life here is difficult. 
Only the weather and the lovely vegetation are 
Plus factors for being here. | bought a kerosene 
Stove for use in case of a gas shortage. Then | 
discovered there was no kerosene available! 
There is an all state truckers strike and because 
of this we have had to set aside a fair supply of 
food. Ah--'tis not like home! 


On February 2 the Governor of Andhra 
Pradesh is laying the foundation stone for the new 
building that the Canadian Dryland Project will 
be constructing. This has been almost three 
years in the planning and is a milestone. 


Hope ail is well. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
February 26, 1979 


Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? This has 
been an interesting week. 


| went to my music lesson last Thursday and 
didn't play a note. Just didn't feel like it, So Mrs. 
Surti and | had a lovely visit instead! 


Dr. Andrews, who is the team leader and the 
superintendent of the Lethbridge Research 
Station, is in Hyderabad, accompanied by Mrs. 
Andrews. We had a dinner party for them at our 
house. The servants and electricians placed 
6,600 blue and green lights in the trees around 
the swimming pool. The reflection of these lights 
in the water changed the surroundings into a 
fairyland. 


The cook made pickles, under my 
supervision, because he had not done so before. 
When | was out one morning--instead of boiling 
the vinegar syrup and pouring it over the 
pickles--he boiled all the ingredients together. 
For ten days | helped him with this long 
procedure. When left on his own he did the wrong 
thing. We should have mush instead of pickles 
but maybe we will be lucky and still enjoy 
crunchy pickles. Sometimes when Moorthy makes 
something, and | am sure it will flop, it is a great 
success instead. 


We are going out for Chinese food tonight. 
This food of Northern China is very delicious. 


Hope you are well. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
March 8, 1979 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


The Indian laborers--men and women--are 
building a fence of brick and stone for the 
neighbors next door. All the materials are 
carried on their heads, including the huge stones. 
| have seen this many times, but still marvel at 
the way it is done. 


Last week the Hindus celebrated their 
colorful and noisy festival of “Holi.” This 
announces the arrival of summer. With present 


temperatures of between 95-100° Fahrenheit 
why would anyone rejoice in a season that will 
see us all sweltering with the addition of at least 
15 more degrees? 


Indian dancing is a fun thing to do--we attend 
once a week. "Sheevee", our teacher, is a 
professional, and it is a real thrill to watch her 
gracefully execute the many steps that make up 
intricate Katak dancing. We enjoy her company 
immensely. At the end of the lesson Sheevee 
serves us Indian tea and various Indian snacks. 
Never will | forget this smiling, beautiful lady. 


All is quiet here this afternoon. The cook is 
sleeping, the laundry man (Dhobi) is doing 
ironing, the driver is home with a cold. Down at 
the gate one man is selling bananas, another is 
roasting peanuts for sale. Across the street the 
tea stall is selling cups of very sweet tea. 


! planted petunias in the garden. They are 
growing into beautiful green plants with ‘nary a 
flower. A petunia plant without a flower is 
really nothing at all. 


| hope you are well. We miss you. 


Love Mom and Dad 
P.S. There is a shortage of gas for both the 
stove and car. The gas pump people are on strike. 
Again we are having difficulty obtaining gas for 
the stove. Since gasoline keeps increasing in 
price, our car has become an expensive item to 
operate, albeit a necessary one. 


Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
March 15, 1979 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! 
you. 


| hope all is well with 


Lately, more than ever, | miss Canada and my 
way of life. When we finally go home | know that 
visiting with you and Laurel will be high on the 
"things | look forward to doing"--if you are still 
living in Canada. 


Just a while ago a choir appeared on the 
roadway in front of the house. With great 
enthusiasm they sang hymns. As quietly as they 
had arrived they left, walking soundlessly with 
their bare feet. A lovely intrusion in a dull 
morning. 


Every day a small boy of perhaps ten years, 
comes into our yard to carry water for the local 
tea stall. He makes many trips and stops to rest 
every few yards as the buckets are heavy. Many 
children work hard here. | do hope the group 
sponsoring this “International Year of the Child" 
can heip children such as these. 


A few days ago a bus ran over a child. An 
irate mob of people set fire to the bus. And when a 
truck ran over a child the people burned it. The 
police extinguished the fire. No more was heard 
of these sorrowful incidents. 


All is fairly quiet here. Take care. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
May 10, 1979 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? You no 
doubt are faring better than me. | began our 
holiday to the Kashmir by slipping on a wet 
sidewalk and breaking my ankle. Because we did 
not know the location of the hospital in this city 
called Srinigar, the taxi driver, who spoke no 
English, took us to a government hospital. It was 
very dirty and made me ill. Very fortunately for 
me Mr. Butt, who owned the beautiful houseboat 
park where we stayed, had heard of my accident 
and kindly sent his grandson to help. Things 
changed drastically then and for the better. He 
directed us to a bone specialist and a private 
nursing home. It was spotlessly clean and the 
care excellent. The cast they applied to my ankle 
reached half way up my leg and was to be with me 
for eight weeks! 


With crutches | can move around the lawn, 
and admire the gorgeous roses and snapdragons. | 
can sit under the 300 year old Chinar (walnut) 
tree and enjoy afternoon tea. Reading is also 
possible. What is not possible is walking in the 
ancient Mogul gardens, mingling with the people 
as | wander through the fascinating shops with 
their embroidery and wood carvings, jewelry and 
clothing. What a loss to me. 


Hope you are well. 
Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
June 10, 1979 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! That frigid winter has 
passed in your part of the world. The beautiful 
month of June has arrived in its place. This 
helps to make all things well with you. 


The weather here continues hot. The 
temperature the other night reached 107° 
Fahrenheit. The cooling monsoon rains have not 
arrived. 


My leg has to be in this cast until the middie 
of July. | an finding that sitting in a chair with 
my leg elevated is quite boring. 


| sat in this position while we had a dinner 
party the other night. The servants willingly 
obeyed as | told them what had to be done. The 
dinner was a farewell to several Canadians from 
Swift Current, Canada, who were returning 
home. Twenty-seven people were here. Usually 
| enjoy the company of friends, but | was quite 
uncomfortable and was glad when the evening was 
over. 


The flowers are almost nonexistent this year, 
because of the extreme heat. The trees and 
bushes, however, miraculously break forth in 
splendid and colorful flowers and are a joy to 
behold. ! am amazed that there never is any 
wilting from the heat. These marvels of nature 
remain fresh and very beautiful as if defying the 
wickedly high temperatures. All else--man, 
beast and most vegetation suffer through the 
months of April, May and June. 


Are you having any fun? 


Love Mom 


Hyderabad, India 
July 5, 1979 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? 


| went to church for the first time since my 
accident. We have been attending that church for 
more than three years. No one ever speaks to us, 
although | always say, "Good morning." | have 
developed an isolated feeling from being ignored 
for so long. 


There were many children at a dinner party 
held recently. The Indian children, especially, 
were simply beautiful. 


The Indian people are in a panic about the 
return to earth of the Sky Lab. Many are fleeing 
their homes because they fear it will fall over 
India. Is there much talk of this in Canada? 


Again | have a new gardener--he never 
smiles. 


Dad is outside repairing a small patio table. 
The ants have eaten the wood inside the legs and 
filled the gaps with dirt. Ants are very ingenious 
creatures. 


Hope all is well, Leslie. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
August 9, 1979 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! Are you having fun? 


It seems as if one of the fun things to do 
around here is to join the Indians in the 
celebration of their festivals. Last Wednesday 
was Independence Day. Most of Hyderabad was 
decorated with colored lights. The Legislature 
and grounds were beautifully illuminated and 
could be seen for miles. 


Someone actually said "hello" to us in church 
this morning. This is the first time in 3 years. 
| would surmise that they are not a friendly 
congregation! 


About ten men from Sri Lanka are visiting 
with the project. They are worried about not 
having enough time for shopping! Apparently, if 
they don't arrive back home with new saris and 
bangles for their wives, the husbands would have 
to contend with very angry spouses! 


| went to a luncheon at St. Ann's convent, 
where | worked with Girl Guides. Five Italian 
sisters were celebrating their Golden 
Anniversary of the profession of their vows. | 
have never seen so many priests and nuns in one 
place--all dressed in white. | talked to the 
sisters--a bit in Italian. 


The Muslim Festival of Ramadan is here. It 
has been preceded by 40 days of prayer and 
fasting. We visited our Muslim friends. 


At this time they serve a very sweet milk 
dessert. Sitting and chatting with these 
handsome, finely attired families is something | 
will always remember. 


Prince Charles will be in Hyderabad on the 
20th. He will be here for the opening of a 
British library. 


It is time to buy new clothes for the servants. 
Their festival of Dussehra comes next month. 


Hope you are well. Miss you, Leslie. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
September 15, 1979 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you during 
this lovely month of September? 


All is fairly well here. Dad is away and | am 
alone again. The cook made my supper and then 
he also left! 


The cook and | made Christmas cake last week. 
It has been five years since | made this festive 
cake. | used my own recipe. 


Yesterday | visited Moorthy's house. He and 
his wife have one room in his parents’ home and 
it only contains a cot and room for their clothes. 
Their three year old son shares this also. 


Balama, the sweeper, has a cozy hut 
surrounded by marigolds. She shares these 
flowers with us at Thanksgiving time. She is the 
lowliest of the servants and seems to have the 
best accommodation. 


Hyderabad was plagued by riots yesterday and 
today. The police opened fire on the old part of the 
city. Sixty people were wounded. The Muslims 
were protesting the desecration of their mosque 
in Mecca. Now there is a curfew from the 
afternoon until 7 a.m. Yesterday all stores were 
closed. The police feared looting and stone 
throwing. 


Remember Narcima, the gardener at our first 
house? He and his family paid us a visit 
yesterday. We were thrilled to see him. He has a 
12 year old adopted son and two little girls of 5 
and 3 years who are his own. We told him we 
would help with his family's education. In spite 
of having a better job with the government he 


still lives in one room with his wife and children. 
They are certainly well and happy, and said they 
would be back at Christmas time. 


Miss you, Leslie. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
October 30, 1979 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! 
you. 


The poinsettias are turning red and they will 
soon be in bloom, our last chance to see these 
spectacular flowers before we leave India. At the 
market they are selling crimson colored 
pomegranates the size of large grapefruit. What a 
Christmasy looking fruit! 


Hope all is well with 


For my birthday Lakshmi and Ramana, their 
two sons, and Lakshmi’s mother took Dad and |! out 
for lunch. The cook made an angel food cake. 
After the meal we came home for birthday cake. 
It was a lovely day. 


Vijay, who is a member of the Project and 
her two daughters, are coming here for supper 
tonight. Moorthy is making Masala Dosa. This is 
a very thin, large pancake with a potato stuffing, 
rolled and served with coconut chutney. The 
beautiful city of Bangalore is famous for this 
delectable dish. 


We were to also see a show, but because of the 
riots, the theatres were closed. 


Thousands of people have been involved in 
these uprisings. Many have been shot by the 
police. The trouble is mainly in the old city of 
Hyderabad. We are told we are safe here. 


My driver, Mohammed, just arrived to drive 
Vijay home. Dad gave him his navy blue fortrel 
jacket. Tonight he wore it and looked very 
handsome indeed. In ten days he will leave to 
work in the Middle East. | feel | am losing a 
friend. He has been a faithful servant and 
excellent company for all. We all miss him. 


We miss you, Leslie. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
December 1, 1979 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? Well, | 
hope. 


| entertained some of my friends for tea and 
Christmas cake today. We sat outside by the 
swimming pool and enjoyed the late afternoon 
winter sunshine. 


When | saw my friend, Genevieve Doherty, 
who is my hairdresser, | gave her a donation to 
help provide Christmas for the many needy that 
come to her door on Christmas Day. ! will tell 
you how this beautiful lady observes this great 
feast. If she has not attended midnight Mass on 
Christmas Eve, she will arise early the next 
morning to join with the many who worship at 
the 5 a.m. service. She will hurry home to make 
everything ready for her "urchins" as she calls 
them. They are the homeless children of the 
street, who will come for breakfast. A live potted 
tree with decorations will await them, and each 
child will receive a gift. The dirty rags they 
wear will be replaced by new clothes that 
Genevieve has had the tailor make. Later a few 
destitute widows will call. Each will receive a 
sari. A blind boy will also be part of Genevieve's 
Christmas. Most of her Christmas is spent 
feeding and clothing the needy. By the time this 
is done she is too tired to do little else than to 
have a light supper, followed by a night of restful 
sleep. 


What a true Christian she is. 
be her friend. 


| am proud to 


A Muslim friend has come and gone. He can't 
smoke in front of his wife and father, so he comes 
here to do this. He hides the cigarettes in our 
bookcase. All this because smoking is against the 
Muslim religion. 


Children in India start kindergarten at a very 
young age. Achild of our acquaintance is not quite 
2 years old and attends nursery school. She 
writes on a slate and when it is filled she doesn't 
know what to do with the chalk so she eats it! 
Lunch is next and a nap follows. At 3 o'clock 
someone comes to take her home. A busy life for 
a wee girl. 


Have fun. Miss you. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
December 10, 1979 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! How are you? Are you 
Starting to feel the Christmas spirit? 


Finally they have lifted the night curfew in 
the old city so all is back to normal. 


At present the sounds of Christmas are made 
manifest in the voices of those who are asking for 
a few comforts for themselves. The old beggar 
who sits by the gate needs a sweater, as do the 
gardener and watchman. Two deformed beggars in 
Secuderabad are waiting for the new shirts | 
always give them. At Christmas each of the six 
servants receive a basket containing a chicken, 
vegetables, fruit and rice. When the carolers 
come, surrounding us with lovely hymns and 
songs of the Yuletide season, they sit with us and 
quickly finish the cakes and cookies we prepared . 


Dad brought home a 15 Ib. frozen turkey 
from the American Commissary in New Delhi. 
Some of the Indian people--who will be our 
guests for Christmas dinner--have not tasted 
turkey. | am sure we will all enjoy this 
wonderful meal. 


Our Christmas fair, sponsored by the foreign 
members of the community, was a great success. 
It was staged outside in a large garden. Moorthy 
made doughnuts, Lingum made cinnamon rolls. 
Coffee and tea were sold with these delectable 
things. There were many stalls with many kinds 
of handicrafts, home baking and games for the 
children. Our profit was $1,200.00--this will 
go to charity. 


A few Canadian children are coming to swim,, 
so it will be nice and noisy for a while. The 
swimming pool looks so pretty, edged with pots of 
orange nasturtiums. 


Moorthy is baking a terrific number of 
traditional Christmas goodies. He does very well 
with my recipes. Some of these marvelous 
concoctions will be given as Christmas gifts. 


The "Little Sisters of the Poor” came 
collecting for the “Home for the Aged." They 
invited us to attend Midnight Mass at their 
chapel. Maybe we will do so as their singing is 
quite good. 


Bye now, Leslie. We miss you. 


Love Mom and Dad 
P.S. Happy New Year 


Hyderabad, India 
December 26, 1979 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! It is now the day after 
Christmas. Talking to you and Laurel this 
morning was, by far, the best part of our 
Christmas. 


Dad and | went to Midnight Mass at the chapel 
of "The Little Sisters of the Poor.” After a quiet 
day we attended a 4 o'clock cocktail party 
followed by a Christmas tea at 5 o'clock. Eighteen 
friends shared our Christmas dinner. The turkey 
was tender and delicious, and the dessert of 
Moorthy's homemade mincemeat and ice cream 
was enjoyed by all. 


Christmas 1979 is now a memory. 1 will 
look forward to the New Year and returning to the 
Canadian way of life. The year 1979 has nearly 
gone. Most of this decade has been spent in India. 
Hopefully the 1980's will see us in Canada. In 
many ways it has been a great adventure. 


See you. 
Love Mom and Dad 











os Tw steals SARE 
Atop this construction can be seen carrying and pouring of 
concrete in a human chain, 
although not too clear in the photo 
the ladies commonly transported such materials in buckets 
- on their heads. 


At Left. - 
A huge iron Nandhu (The Bull) and an exhausted traveller. 


CHAPTER 9 1980 
THE END OF THE ROAD 
AU REVOIR INDIA AND ALLO CANADA 


Hyderabad, India 
January 6, 1980 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! The New Year of 1980 
has been with us for a short while. It made a 
very quiet entrance here in Hyderabad. We held a 
small dinner party at midnight New Year's Eve, 
attended by close friends. It was a preview of the 
parting that would occur in the near future, and 
so there was a feeling of the bitter and the sweet. 


We will leave Hyderabad for Canada on March 
26. There is a lot to do between now and then, 
and time will pass quickly. 


This week | went to what | thought was a 
concert. It was instead a religious revival 
meeting. These were Canadian young people, 
from the prairies and British Columbia, who 
were on a one-year world tour. Unfortunately 
they couldn't sing. For a half hour they preached 
about salvation and sin. Some concert! 


Your Christmas presents for us arrived 
today. First of all many thanks for the beautiful 
card. | always frame and hang these. And thanks 
for the gloves and tablecloth. Dad really 
appreciates the sweater too. 


Hope ail is well. 
See you soon. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
January 15, 1980 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! Soon now there will be 
an end to my letters to you from India. In March 
we leave for home. 


The election is over with and, as you know, 
Indira Ghandi has won an overwhelming victory. 
Everyone seems happy that she is again the head 
of state. Some have reservations about what she 
will accomplish. 


Last night | saw a show about the life of 
Christ--in the local Telegu language. It was very 
well done and quite easy to follow. My favorite 
scene was a crying Christ Child in the arms of 
Joseph, as he walked the floor with Him! In the 


West we are never reminded of the Baby crying, 
as He must have done. 


| have to make a list of every item that will 
be shipped back home. Certainly | am busy and 
bored as | count everything we own. | seem to 
have amassed the surprising total of 214 
embroidered napkins! Many are for gifts, but 
more than | am sure to use are mine. 


Fifteen hundred people and Dad and | attended 
a Muslim wedding dinner. It was indeed splendid. 
Don't quite know what ! ate but it was delicious. 
The women wore very ornate saris. Even the 
little girls were attired in glittering and jeweled 
long dresses. The men, in their knee length 
Nehru style jackets, imparted a sense of 
solemnity and dignity to this impressive 
gathering. 


Did you know that a Muslim bride wears red, 
tight ankle length Harem pants, hip length kurta 
and veil, alt adorned with gold? Of interest too is 
the fact that she remains segregated with the 
women. I! was allowed to see her, during which 
time she kept her head bowed and apparently 
could not look at me. 


Hope you are well, Leslie. 
See you soon. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
February 1, 1980 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! ! am so happy that 
February has arrived. Going home seems closer. 


We were going to go to the Mohammed Ali 
fight today but it has been canceled. The 
president of the United States called him home. 
At the same time the President made Ali his 
emissary to Africa. The Indian program was no 
longer possible. 


We visited Sri Lanka recently. Friends from 
Winnipeg live there and we were their house 
guests. Certainly Sri Lanka is a lot prettier than 
Hyderabad, with roads cut through forests of 
colorful coconut trees. The hills are green with 
fresh vegetation. Orchids grow in this lush 
tropical island. Elephants work hard as they pull 
loads of wood. The Sri Lanka stores are of a 
better quality than the Indian shops. Western 


goods are more readily available. The Batik 
printing done by the Sri Lanka artists is very 
beautiful. Another plus factor is the sandy 
beaches that adorn this picturesque spot. 


The children on the street in Sri Lanka ask 
for things they want: a school pen, candy or 
money. They are not professional beggars. They 
just ask for presents, so to speak. 


A year and a half ago | paid a tailor to obtain 
fabric to make into a skirt for me. Certainly | 
had despaired of ever seeing the tailor or the 
skirt. Today he reappeared to take my 
measurements! He told me he would bring the 
skirt in two days. | would like to be pleasantly 
surprised, but remind myself of the one year and 
one half wait. 


Hope you are well, Leslie. 
Love Mom and Dad 


Hyderabad, India 
March 10, 1980 
Dear Leslie: 


Greetings from India! This is the last letter | 
will write to you from India. We leave for Canada 
on March 26. 


We went to Madras this week for the purpose 
of selling our car. At 4 a.m. we were on the road 
and were in Madras at 7 p.m. Two drivers 
accompanied us. Our trip home the next day was 
made by plane. It was a real thrill for Das, one of 
the drivers, as he had not previously been on an 
aircraft. | hated to leave Madras as it is a 
beautiful city; it was as if | were parting from a 
friend. 


| have the loan of a car for the next two 
weeks. It is a quaint 1939 Ford and has a 
running board. 


The farewell dinner parties continue. All our 
evenings from now until we leave are booked for 
the sole purpose of dining with friends. 


One of the plus factors in living here has been 
the privilege of making so many new friendships. 
At our dinner table we have enjoyed the company 
of interesting people from India and different 
countries. They came from all walks of life and 
were always an interesting addition to the 
community. 


To say good-bye to the servants will be sad. 
By that time they may have found jobs. |n this 
country there are a lot of people looking for 
work. 


No doubt these people, who have served us so 
well, will have many flower garlands with which 
to honor us and to say good-bye. Roses and 
jasmine are the popular components of these 
beautiful adornments. | will always remember 
this gracious gesture. The scent of roses and 
jasmine will forever conjure up a people who for 
7 years showed me kindness, hospitality and 
love. For this | am truly thankful. 


See you soon, Leslie. 
Love Mom 





Rickshaw carrying school children home from class 


- REFLECTION - 


In India | received a gift trom our friends Jean 
and Doug Stevenson and family. Titled, “The India | 
Love” text by Marie-Simone Renou. 


The story of India is presented in a very 
interesting manner. The photography by Jean-Louise 
Nori beautifully illustrates many phases of this 
unfathomable country. This book will always take me 
back, in time, to my stay with Mother India. 


My memories will be of the great multitudes of 
people in the cities--and at the time of festivals--in 
village, town and city. The great numbers of men 
and women and children must be seen to be believed. 


The simple faith of the myriad of people, whose 
homes are mud huts, makes me feel humble. Theirs 
is a fatalistic approach to life. However, in spite of 
their poverty and other hardships that they must 
endure, | am always amazed at their understanding of 
the true meaning of life. Not to be forgotten is the 
wisdom that governs their thinking. These people 
lead simple but very hard-working lives. At the core 
of their existence is their reverence for family life, 
marvelous to observe. 


| always will remember the women of India. The 
laborers, working in the rice fields, wear 
inexpensive but very colorful saris. Often they place 
a flower in their shiny black hair. As they bend over 
to transplant the green rice, these ladies impart a 
rhythm to their work. 


When there is a festival, middle class, upper 
class and the poor look absolutely resplendent in 
their saris of gold and silver ornamentation--silks of 
all vibrant colors. The poor are not to be outdone as 
they wear their cotton finery of brilliant hues. 
Above all this is the dignified and stately manner of 
walking all Indian women display. They truly wear 
their saris like queens. 


The Indian people treasure their children. The 
education of these girls and boys is of primary 
importance to their parents. In the morning it is a 
joyful experience to come upon a rickshaw spilling 
over with children beautifully groomed, white teeth 
showing through wide smiles, little girls with shiny 
black pigtails, little boys with their hair short and 
tidy, busily talking as they leave for school. 


At 4 P.M. of the same day the rickshaws return 
home from school. The children are now tired, their 
hair no longer neat, uniforms are wrinkled. They 
have had a busy day. They pass me by, glancing with 
their beautiful black eyes. For a brief moment | am 
a part of their happy lives--then they are gone. 


The Taj Mahal mausoleum, mosques and temples 
will leave a lasting impression. India is world 
famous for the architectural beauty of these 
structures. They are mostly very old, very 
historic, of great religious significance to the people 
and a constant source of educated interest to the 
tourist. All the ceremony that accompanies the 
functions within these unbelievable edifices is a most 
important part of India. 


The trees and flowers are magnificent. | will not 
forget the bright blue-pink throated morning glories 
that lazily climb over our house wall in Hyderabad, 
the brilliant orange of the marigolds that bloom 
profusely all year and are so much a part of the 
Hindu religion. The roses that | have seen in India 
produce blooms that are twice the size of those that 
bloom in my Lethbridge garden. The Kashmir has pink 
lotus that cover the complete surface of some lakes. 
Rare deep blue poppies grow in this enchanted land. 
Huge, several hundred year old walnut and palm 
trees reach for the sky. 


In Hyderabad the tall Jacaranda tree that 
produces exquisite blue flowers and the fiery orange 
blooms of the "Flame of the Forest” are a marvel to 
observe. They bring forth their masses of blossoms 
during April and May--the hottest time of the year. 
The temperature then often reaches 110°F or higher. 
There is no rain to provide moisture or ‘nary a cool 
respite for these colorful trees. Somehow--as a 
wonder of nature--they are bowed down with their 
spectacular blossoms. Majestically they stand. 


Lakshmi and Ramana, have a huge coconut palm 
tree growing at the front of their home in Hyderabad. 
It has a perfectly symmetrical shape--with a round 
trunk that holds the fronds in a semi-circle. It seems 
to invite us to sit underneath it with our friends - 
and to converse late into the night. Above glows the 
Indian moon--bright stars look down and the tree is a 
part of those magical nights. 

Ann 


Think of me as your friend, | pray, And call me by a loving name. | will 


not care what others say If only you remain the same. 


! will not care 


how dark the night. | will not care how wild the storm. Your love will 
fil my heart with light. And shield me close and keep me warm. 


William Winter 
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A loving sister tending the baby 
at a family wedding. 





« we. ca _ nae ; ere LL Tey 


One floor of five - packed with students of St. Ann's Girl's These children of Jodhpur are not sure if they like having 
School as they watched the enrollment of the girl guides. their picture taken. 


Nicolette Waits (teacher) served as Lieutenant - | was the 
Happy Commissioner. The children were a joy. 





Down town in Dehra Dun school girls are wearing long tops People of the Hills carrying firewood, a baby rests on its 
(kurta) and tight leggings - typical of northern India. mother's shoulder (right of photo). 
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